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PREFACE. 



This story, like " The Boy Slave in Bokhara," 
is an attempt to describe the every-day life of a 
comparatively unknown region, and, as such, may 
appear somewhat "sensational" to untravelled 
readers; but my South American friends will 
recognise most of the incidents as matters of 
familiar experience, in some of which they have 
themselves taken part. I take this opportunity 
of acknowledging the extreme kindness and 
courtesy of my reception at the English Consulate 
at Rio de Janeiro in May 1872, on my return 
from the ascent of the " Sugar-loaf," described in 
Chapter II. 

David Ker. 
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CHAPTER I. 

HOW THE CAPTAIN GOT INTO QUEER COMPANY. 

*' Fine evening, ain't it, Harry, my lad ? If you get 
this kind of weather for your voyage, you may think 
yourself precious luck>", that 's all ! " 

So speaks a large, strongly-built man with grizzled 
hair, who is sitting in a huge arm-chair in the trim little 
garden of a pretty cottage on the southern coast of 
Jersey, so close to the sea that the flood-tides actually- 
wash the opposite side of the high road upon which the 
little green garden-gate opens. The whitewashed front 
of the house is almost hidden by twining creepers, 
luxuriating in the constant sunshine secured for them 
by its southern aspect and the high ground behind it ; 
gangs of industrious bees are trooping home to their 
hive in the comer of the garden, and seeming, by their 
steady conversational buzz, to be talking over the day's 
work ; while from the ceiling of the neat white verandah 

') A 
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swings a huge but unintellectual grey parrot, whose 
limited conversational powers are wholly devoted to his 
own praise. The sun is just sinking into the sea, and 
the dark walls of St Aubin's Fort on one side of the 
bay, and Elizabeth Castle far away to the other, lie like 
islands in an ocean of fire. 

The man in the arm-chair, by his weather-beaten 
face, square thick-set figure, and keen professional 
glance at the- evening sky, should be a sailor ; and, 
indeed, there were few better seamen in Britain than 
Captain CoUingwood Hardy, before he gave up his 
profession, or, as he phrases it, " got hauled up high and 
dry on shore." The person whom he addresses as 
"Harry" is a tall, active, curly-haired lad of sixteen, 
with a healthy brown face brimming over with mis- 
chievous fun, but showing plenty of power and energy 
underneath it all — just the kind of boy to turn out 
either a scap^;race at home or a hero abroad, sure to 
be foremost either in robbing an orchard or leading a 
forlorn-hope, breaking windows in England or gaining 
the Victoria Cross in Bengal. 

The group is completed by a very pretty girl of four- 
teen, with long golden hair, and a formidable bunch of 
housekeeping kejrs at her side. As her father's right- 
hand woman, she thinks it necessary to assume a dig- 
nified and matronly air, which breaks down continually 
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into simple girlish merriment at some joke of her old 
playmate Harry. A keen observer might remark that 
her bright face clouds over suddenly at the mention of 
Harry's approaching departure ; but, happily, the worthy 
Captain is the most unobservant man living in all matters 
not connected with the sea. 

"Ton my word. Master Harry," he resumes, "I 
almost envy you such a chance of seeing the world at 
your age. You 're going to see more at sixteen than 
many a man does at six-and-twenty. By George ! sir, 
if I were only a year or two younger, I *d up stick and 
go along with you ! " 

"Oh, papa!" cries Miss Hardy, with a look of 
dismay. 

" Ah I don't I just wish we could all three go together ! " 
cries the boy ; "wouldn't it be jolly, just } You 'd shew 
me the way to the mast-head in style, wouldn't you. 
Captain ? — ^and we 'd have biscuit-races on deck, like 
you used to have ii> the Pacific; and you'd play the 
fiddle for the sailors to dance to ; and Minnie would 
sing some of those topping songs of hers on deck by 
moonlight. My eye ! what a lark it would be ! " 

" Well, well, my boy," says the old sailor affection- 
ately, " mayhap I should like it just as much as you ; 
but perhaps it 's just as well for you to shape your own 
course at first, without anybody taking you in tow. 
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Nothing like making a boy do everything for himself. 
That 's how I was done with, and that *s how I've tried 
to do with you. It 's somewhere about ten years ago, 
now, your Uncle Bob writes to me: 'Here's my 
nephew, Harry Frankland, going home because the 
Indians have killed his papa and mamma, and /Ve 
nowhere to put him ; you take and educate him to 
know stem from starn, and a B from a bull's foot — and 
I '11 pay the bill.' Well, I took Harry Frankland, and 
I educated him ; and now Harry Frankland 's going to 
South America next week, to try what he can make of 
his education ; and quite right too, say I ! " 

" And Uncle Bob 's to meet me at Rio," cries Harry, 
throwing up his cap, "and grand fun we shall have, 
going down to Buenos Ayres together ; and I '11 write 
to you the minute we touch land, and tell you all about 
the voyage, and how I get on." 

" Do, my boy — and I '11 let you know how we get 
on ; at least, if I don't, Minnie will, and that 's just as 
good." 

Harry looks as if he thought it was a great deal 
better, but he does not say so. 

"You '11 have a jolly time of it out on the plains, you 
that are so fond of riding," pursues the Captain; 
" though what people want to live out on a plain for, 
when they have the whole sea to enjoy themselves 
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upon, I can't think ! Only mind and keep out of the 
way of the Indians ; for they 're ugly customers, every 
man Jack of 'em ! " 

*' Let them keep out of my way ! " cries the boy 
fiercely, " for I 've got a score to settle with them. 
Didn't they kill my father and mother and Roger in 
the dead of night, like a pack of cowards as they are ? 
Let me just get a chance at them, and see if I don't 
make 'em remember it ! " , 

His eyes flashed as if he were already within arm's 
length of his enemies ; but, meeting Minnie's imploring 
glance, they softened again. 

"Well, well, Harry, my lad," said the old man sooth- 
ingly, " we won't talk of that now. We 've only a few 
days to be together, and we must make 'em as happy 
as we can, eh ? Let 's go indoors now, for my old bones 
ain't as well insured against the rheumatics as they used 
to be ; and while tea 's getting ready, I '11 spin you a 
yam." 

So back they all went (pending the result of a hos- 
pitable clatter of tea-things, which now began to be 
heard from the kitchen) into the snug little parlour, 
which, even in the fading light, asserted itself as the 
genuine den of a retired sailor. Model of fifty-gun 
frigate under glass case on the table between the win- 
dows ; Fiji spear and club in the farther corner ; bat- 
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tered old maps and charts hanging on the wall ; shelf 
of tattered books (in which Captain Marryat has the 
lion's share) beside the door ; print of " The Australian 
clipper-ship ' Stormy Petrel ' rounding the Horn in a 
gale," over the fireplace ; Malay dagger just below it, 
supported on two large nails ; Red Sea coral and curi- 
ous shells from the Pacific, ranged along the mantel- 
piece; Chinese pagoda at one end of it, keeping in 
countenance a diabolically ugly Hindoo god at the 
other. 

Captain Hardy settled himself in his easy-chair, and 
lit his short pipe with an air of lazy satisfaction ; while 
the two young people took up their position on the 
other side of the fire, in what happened to be the darkest 
comer of the whole room. 

"Never nfiind candles just yet," said the Captain. 
" I like to spin a yarn by half-light — ^seems as if I were 
on board ship again. You don't mind, do you ? " 

They did not mind in the least ; so the Captain pro- 
ceeded : 

" It 's a good many years ago now since I made a 
voyage to Rio de Janeiro in a tight little schooner. It 
was my first cruise as skipper of my own craft, and I 
was as proud on 't as if I 'd been Kit Columbus and all 
the rest of 'em boiled down into one. You see, I was 
all for seeing the world in those days, just as you are 
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now, Master Harry ; but then I hadn't got a good little 
girl to make me snug at home, as I have now. Ah, 
Minnie, my lass ! there 'U be some young skipper want- 
ing to take the command of you some day ; but I hope 
he '11 be a long while coming, for I shall miss you 
sorely ! " 

Minnie felt her face bum in the darkness, and Frank- 
land hung his head as if charged with a grievous crime. 

" When we left Rio on the return voyage, the weather 
looked first-rate ; but in those latitudes the sea *s just 
like a strange dog — one minute he '11 wag his tail and 
be as meek as milk, and then, just when you 're not 
thinking of it, he '11 up and give you a bite that '11 make 
you run five ways at once. So, before we could get 
round Cape Frio, it came on a regular buster — ^bumped 
us about for three or four days clean out of our course 
— ^smashed all our crockery, so that I had to eat my 
soup out of a tin candle box — ^and then, as if that 
wasn't enough, fell dead calm. And as if that wasn't 
enough, I found, when I came to look, that the water- 
casks had been badly stowed, and more than half of 
'em were smashed. You see, I 'd had such a lot on my 
hands, with the getting of the cargo aboard and what 
not, that I left the mate to see after the water ; and this 
was what came of it And the moral of that is — if you 
want a thing well done, do it yourself." 
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At that moment Minnie (who was now completely- 
invisible in the deepening darkness) gave a start and a 
slight scream, which was instantly covered by a sur- 
prisingly violent fit of coughing on the part of Harry. 

*' What 's the matter, my lass ? " asked the Captain. 

" Nothing," answered the little story-teller. 

" Well, then," objected the Captain, not unreasonably, 
" if it *s nothing, why do you sing out } " 

To this there was no answer ; so the Captain went on 
triumphantly — 

" Of course it wouldn't do to go on with half-allow- 
ance of water ; so I overhauled the chart, and found the 
nearest land to be the Isle of Fernando de Moronha, 
which a Portigee among my crew told me was the 
Brazilian convict station, with a Governor and military 
guard of its own. So I thought that if they were civil- 
ised enough for that, they 'd be safe to give us water 
and fresh prog; and the moment the wind got up 
again, I put her head for the island. We sighted it 
next morning (a great horn of bare black rock, which a 
cat could hardly climb), and passing that, got abreast of 
the landing-place about noon. And a sweet little place 
it was. Just at that point, the great bluffs of rock 
sloped down into a charming little bay, with a smooth 
beach, and a glorious sweep of wooded hill above it, all 
in a blaze]]with"scarlet poncettas. We must have been 
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seen from the shore, for, looking through my glass, I 
could see a boat putting off, rowed by two niggers, with 
a man in Brazilian uniform sitting in the stem-sheets — 
who, when he came on board, introduced himself as the 
Governor's secretary. He was very polite, offered me a 
cigarette (as they all do to b^in with) and said that if 
I would come ashore with him, he 'd send a messenger 
to tell the Governor, and have all I wanted got ready at 
once. So ashore I went, mightily tickled with this 
civil reception ; and told the mate to have a gang ready 
to bring the water-casks on board. As I went over the 
side, I noticed that my Portigee sailor (who was leaning 
over the bulwarks) gave such an extraordinary grin, that 
his nose and eyes and mouth seemed all to change 
places at once, like a gutta-percha face in a toy-shop ; 
but I didn't think anything of it at the time. 

" The minute we got ashore, the Secretary sent off one 
of his niggers to the Governor ; and in about half-an- 
hour out came half-a-dozen soldiers with muskets, from 
a narrow path through the very heart of the bush ; and 
after them three mounted men in uniform, one of whom 
(as I saw in a moment by the way the Secretary 
salaamed to him) was no other than the great man 
himself. He dismounted, and came towards me 
with a bow that would have made his fortune at 
Court 
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" *May you live a thousand years, most potent Senhor 
Gobemador/ says I to him, in my best Portigee. 

'" I kiss the dust beneath your feet, noble and valiant 
Senhor Capitan/ says he to me — and he very nearly did, 
for he made another such low bow that he was within 
an ace of coming down on his nose. ' If his English 
Excellency would so far honour my poor house as to 
come within its walls, it would be my highest pleasure 
to entertain him. Will the noble Senhor Capitan be 
pleased to mount and follow me ? ' 

" So we rode round the hill — for they had a horse all 
ready for me — and through a little plantation to the door 
of the prettiest little house you can imagine, with a 
verandah, and court-yard, and a bit of garden in front, 
all spick and span. 

" ' Noble Senhor,' says the Governor, 'you will pardon 
my leaving you for a few moments, while I see whether 
all is ready for the entertainment of yourself and the 
officers of the Colony, who do me the honour of dining 
with me to-day. I have already given orders to. have 
the water and provisions, which you require, sent on 
board at once ; in the meantime, let me beg of you to 
consider my house and all that is in it as entirely your 



own.' 



"All this struck me as uncommonly jolly; and I 
thought so again a few minutes later, when I found my- 
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self sitting at the Governor's right hand, over as good a 
dinner as ever I put my teeth in, with fifteen swells in 
uniform on each side of the table. They were all 
strong, fine-looking fellows, with a brisk, wide-awake 
look about 'em, very different from the officers I had 
left at Rio, (who were a lazy, hang-about lot for the 
most part) ; but I noticed that one and all of 'em had a 
-watchful kind of look, as it might be a wild-beast keeper 
when the lions are beginning to get sulky. I thought, 
of course, that this was natural enough in fellows who 
had to keep guard over a gang of desperate roughs day 
and night; but I noticed that even the Governor, though 
he was a fine stately old boy, with a splendiferous mili- 
tary beard and moustache, had a queer look in his eye, 
such as you'd see in a vicious horse, which I didn't much 
like. 

" However, he was as friendly as could be, and so 
were all the rest ; and the wiiie went round like one 
o'clock, and we drank each other's healths, and speechi- 
fied nineteen to the dozen, till we were all as thick as 
thieves. But at last I began to think that it was about 
time to go and see how the loading of the ship was get- 
ting on ; so I made my best bow to his Excellency, and 
said : — 

"'Most illustrious Senhor Gobemador, you have 
kindly introduced me to the best dinner and the gayest 
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society that I have ever had the pleasure of meeting; 
but now do me one more favour before I go, and oblige 
me with a sight of the degradados (convicts). 

" The minute I spoke, a grin went round the whole 
company as bad as my Portigee sailor's; but the Gover- 
nor merely bowed, and replied simply, * Senhor, somos 
todos degradados aqui * (we are all convicts here). 

" Did you ever see a man caught in the pit of the 
stomach by a carriage-pole ? If you have, you'll know 
how I looked just then. 

" ' Good heavens ! ' gasped I, ' your Excellency surely 
cannot mean that all these noble gentlemen round the 
table are — are — ^what you mentioned ?' 

" * Every man of them ! ' said the old gentleman,, 
looking round with an air of fatherly pride, * we are all 
alike here ! ' 

" ' But in that case,' I stanimered, * your Excellency's 
own self (I hardly dare hint such a thing) must be 
a— a—' 

'*' Precisely so,' said he, smiling pleasantly, *I'm a 
convict too — ^the oldest of the lot ! ' 

" I just sat with my mouth open, like a bom fool ; 
while the old swell, evidently flattered by the effect of 
his words, began to point out the guests, one by one, 
like a showman in a picture gallery. 

" * This gentleman on your right signalised himself by 
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one of the boldest acts on record — ^scaling the wall of 
an enemy's house in the dark with a knife between his 
teeth, and slaying him on the spot Unfortunately (and 
yet not unfortunately altogether, since it procured me 
the pleasure of my friend's acquaintance) the slain man 
happened to be the near relation of an official of high 
rank — need I say more ? The Senhor on my left hand 
had an unhappy difference with his wife (who alone was 
to blame in the matter) ; he attempted to soothe her 
with a dose of medicine, which unhappily succeeded ill 
— ^you will divine the rest. The two gentlemen next in 
order were concerned in a heroic attack upon the house 
of an unpopular Minister some time ago ; and certain 
jewels being missed, suspicion wrongfully fell upon them. 
As to the Senhor opposite ' 

" And so on for another quarter of an hour. In short, 
of all the thundering blackguards unhanged, the most 
infernal seemed to be these nice friendly fellows with 
whom I had been hobnobbing for the last hour. At 
last the old chap halted a moment to take breath ; and 
then I ventured to ask, as delicately as I could, how he 
came to be there himself. 

"'Nothing very important,' said he carelessly, 
^ merely an absurd story about some forged notes that 
appeared one morning.' 

" This was a finisher. I instantly remembered some 
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pressing business which obliged me to go on board at 
once — ^so pressing, indeed, that, once I got back to 
the ship, I never budged from her again till we were 
out of sight of the island, which I took care should be 
as soon as possible. And the moral of all that is — 
whenever you get into strange company keep your 
weather eye open, or you may fall among thieves !" 
So ended the Captain's story. 



A week later Captain Hardy stood on the deck of the 
passenger tender which was to carry him back to 
Southampton, waving his hat with might and main; 
while Harry Frankland leaned over the side of the out- 
ward-bound packet to shout a good-bye to him — ^finger- 
ing tneanwhile, with a rather sentimental look on his 
bold brown face, something that hung round his neck 
by a chain. 



CHAPTER II. 

WHAT HARRY FRANKLAND THOUGHT OF BRAZIL. 

RIO DE JANEIRO, 

May 24/^. 

" My Dear Minnie, 

" I Ve seen so many queer 
things already, that I hardly know where to begin ; and 
this jolly old town itself is the queerest of all. Fancy a 
place where railway tickets pass current as money, and 
omnibuses are drawn by mules — ^where you cook 
monkeys and parrots for dinner, and get guava jelly for 
desert — ^where folks go on 'Change in tail-coats and go- 
to-meeting blacks, and every second man you meet is 
a mulatto or a nigger ! You should just see the great 
market beside the harbour, about six in the morning, 
with melons and oranges rolling about like potatoes, 
and young sharks tied together by the tails, selling as 
haddocks do in England, and nigger boatmen drinking 
coffee with slices of sugar-cane to nibble, and splendid 
toucans, that would be worth any money at the Zoo, 
going for eighteenpence a piece to make pies of — 
and then the great lumpy yams, just like ' knock- 
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me-down' sticks at a country fair; and the old 
mulatto women, with staring red handkerchiefs round 
their great, flat, yellow, grimy faces, that look just 
like a peppered omelette — and the sailors skylarking 
about, jawing away in English, French, Portuguese, 
German, and every language under the sun ! 

You can't think what a queer mixture of all nations 
this jolly old place is ; even the soldiers you see on 
parade in the Palace Square of a morning are black 
and white turn about, like a chess-board ; and the very 
name of my hotel is made up of three languages — Nova 
York Hotel! just like that signboard on the Wallachian 
inn you know, in "Abel AUnutt," that we used to laugh 
over so^ 

"* In questa casa troverete 

Toutes les choses que vous souhaitez ; 

Vinmm bonum, panis, cames, 

Neat post-chaise, and horse and harness.' 

" Uncle Bob met me all right at the landing-place, 
and we're to sail for Buenos Ayres the day after to- 
morrow, calling at Monte Video on the way. (The 
bother of it is, that before we get to B. A., we've got to 
be quarantined at a nasty, beastly hole called En- 
senada, right in the mouth of the river, where 
we're much more likely to catch fever than to get 
rid of it ; but that can't be helped.) He's an awful 
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old brick, IS Uncle Bob — hvg enough to knock a house 
down, and yet as fond of a lark as if he were only seven- 
teen instead of seven-and-thirty. I feel already as if 
rd known him all my life ; and he does spin such top- 
ping yams — almost as good as your father's. 

"But all this while I haven't told you about our 
voyage out. We went ashore at Lisbon, and saw the 
Black Horse Square (a big paved place with a huge 
stone Custom-house on one side and some old swell on 
horseback in the middle) and the Pra^a de Don Pedro, 
with a column in it just like Trafalgar Square — and the 
great aqueduct, a thundering big stone passage I don't 
know how many miles long, bringing water all the 
way from the hills behind the town — and the Carmo 
Church, which is still just as the earthquake left it, 
with all the arches clean gone in the middle, and only 
the two sides left gaping at each other — ^a precious 
grim sight, I can tell you ! Then there was the Pas- 
seio Publico or promenade, with a neat little fountain 
in it ; and the fruit market, where all the people were 
sitting under white umbrellas six feet broad, selling 
bananas and oranges just like peas (I gave a fellow 
three vintems — that's about twopence — to see how 
many oranges he'd give me, and I'm blest if he didn't 
serve me out nearly a hatful). And then up to the top 

of the Estrella (Star) Church, and such a view ! The 

B 
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whole breadth of the Tagus, and all the ships on it, 
and the great red bluffs on the other side, and the b^ front 
of the Lazaretto against them like a smear of white 
paint, and Cintra Rock standing up like a tower away 
to the west, and Belem Castle on the water's edge, 
just like an ivory carving, and the Upper Town rising 
up, terrace after terrace, into the very sky, till I felt as 
if my head were going round. 

" We didn't call at Teneriffe, more's the pity, but just 
saw the brave old Peak in passing (the top's quite 
sharp, like a pyramid, and white as snow), and the 
little town of Santa Cruz, where old Blake gave the 
Spaniards such a glorious hiding in Cromwell's time. 
There are two Union Jacks there, the Captain told me, 
taken when Nelson was repulsed there in the first French 
War; and a few years ago some of our blue jackets who 
were ashore there, got so mad at seeing these things 
kept that way, like trophies, that they got up a 
fight and tried to carry 'em off, and a pretty punching 
of heads there was before the row could be stopped. I 
wish they had carried 'em off for my part ; for it's too 
bad that these confounded foreign lubbers should be let 
think they could ever lick us I 

"We landed again at the Cape Verds, where the 
boatmen got round us, yelling like mad, and nearly 
pulled us to bits. St Vincent's just like a great black 
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cinder, with volcanic hills sticking up in every direction, 
and a queer little fort and town that look as if they had 
just come out of a toyshop. In the middle of the bay 
there's a great black spike of rock, sticking plumb up out 
of the water, called ' Bird Island ' from the hosts of sea- 
birds on it ; but the sight is the hill on the other side, 
which is exactly like a head of Washington, face upward 
— ^his hair, and his nose, and his chin, and the very frill 
of his shirt, all complete. We had a glorious scamper 
up and down the hills ; but there was one thing that 
riled me rather— we found two or three English and 
German sailors' graves (and even a few Russians, with 
queer-looking crosses over them just like a capital A) 
outside the cemetery, as if their very presence would 
pollute the whole place. Beastly shame, ain't it } 

"At Pernambuco we had a kind of adventure. 
Thanks to the reef along shore, youVe got to anchor 
so far out, that all you can see of the town is a white 
patch against a dark background of forest, and in front 
of it a long, flat beach, ending in Olinda Hill away to 
the north. All along the reef, a great white wave keeps 
running up and down like a wild beast ; and, just as 
we got into the foam, our boat lost her trim and got 
broadside on, and a big roller hit her slap on the 
quarter, and sent us all rolling over each other like 
apples out of a bag. We were all wet to the skin in a 
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moment, and the boat was half filled ; but the niggers 
only laughed and showed their white teeth, as if it was 
the best lark possible — and with two strokes they had 
us out of it into smooth water. 

"As for the town itself, its no great shakes — very flat 
and dusty, and awfully filthy to boot. The bridge over 
the river's rather pretty though, and so's the promenade 
along the bank, with all the painted verandahs and 
slap-up sign-boards, and the coloured dresses and faces 
of the people. But the sight of all was the gardens out- 
side the town — just like * Westward ho ! ' over again. 
Such trees! and such a lot of 'em! great bulging palm- 
royals, looking just as if they were stuck in a tub ; and 
broad-leaved bananas, spreading out like an umbrella, 
and our old friend the araucaria^ grown into a giant and 
towering up into terrace after terrace of dark pointed 
leaves, like a great pyramid ; and feathery fan-palms, 
and tree-ferns with long trailing hair, and poncettas with 
scarlet leaves, and dark, glossy orange trees, and bright 
green sugar-canes, and trim ranges of coffee plants, and 
tall cocoa-palms going straight up nearly a hundred feet 
and then breaking out in a gush of green leaves, like 
those splendid old Indian chiefs in Fenimore Cooper, 
with their feather crowns on — * cum multis aliis,' as the 
Latin Grammar says. 

" After this we had land in sight pretty nearly all the 
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way to Rio ; and I was glad to have a passing peep of 
the cliffs of Fernando de Moronha, that your father 
spun us such a stunning yam about just before I 
started. But the great fun was going ashore at Bahia 
(the place where Piet Hein and his Dutchmen nobbled 
the Silver Fleet, you know). The lower town lies all 
along the shore, under a great wall or cliff ; and then 
you get up the cliff by a corkscrew road, and there you 
find the Upper town, just like in * Jack and the Bean- 
stalk/ There's a churchyard just on the edge of the 
cliff, with the finest view you can imagine ; and after 
that, right out to Victoria, the whole road along the 
top is just gardens upon gardens, finer even than 
Pernambuco. 

" As to Rio, it is no good trying to describe that ; I 
couldn't do it if I ground for a week. It beats every 
place IVe ever seen, out and out — ask your father if it 
don't. However, in place of more description, the best 
thing I can do is to jot you down a song I've made 
about the voyage, which has had rather a run on board. 
The tunes are all old friends of yours, and you and your 
father can sing them sometimes in the evenings, in 
remembrance of your most humble servant, the 
Author : — 



2 2 What Harry Frankland thought of Brazil, 

A CRU[I]SE OF WATER. 
Words and Music by H. Frankland, Esq. 

Air — * Ever of Thee! 

Over the sea we're swiftly steaming. 
Some drinking brandy till they cannot see ; 

Some to the steward for basins wildly screaming. 
Some in their berths as bad as they can be. 

Mom, noon, and eve, however rough it be, 
Swiftly we're steaming over the sea. 

Air — ^ British Grenadiers! 

Some talk of Irish navvies, and some of Japanese, 

But for a real row, sir, there's none like Portuguese 1 

When we come to the Cape de Verds we all must stop our ears. 

At the screaming, howling, swearing of the Vincent gondoliers. 

Air — * Ratcatcher^ s Daughter! 

There's many a town upon the earth 

That is not worth a look, O ! 
But that's a thing what can't be said 

Of the town of Pemambuco. 
There's gardens there, a dozen or more. 

As might content a Dook, O ; 
And for all sorts of fruits and edible roots, 

There's nothin' like Pemambuco. 

Air — ^ So Early in the Morning! 

The sun it baked us black and brown, 

The pitch it melted and trickled down, 

The flies kept gadding about like bricks, 

Till we couldn't take breath without swallowing six, 
As we got to Bahia, as we got to Bahia, 
As we got to Bahia, about the noon of day. 
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Air—' The Bridge: 

We stood on the shore at mid-day, 

As the clocks were striking the hour. 
And we ordered four veal cutlets, 

Which we straightway- did devour, 
And then a 'bus came rushing, 

With a negro charioteer, 
And we went out to Victoria, 

And drank some bottled beer ; 
And we saw all there was to see there 

(Which was little enough, by the bye). 
And came back to the steamer at evening 

With the garlic-eating fry ! 

Air—' Susannah: 
I had a thought the other day, 

And I retain it still ; 
For parrot-pie and monkey-fry 
There's no place like Brazil 

O great Rio, 
Throned upon the sea ! 
There's not a town in all the earth 
That can compare with thee ! 

But now of yam and guava jam 

I think I've had my fill ; 
I'm bound for Buenos Ayres now, 

And so good-bye Brazil J 
O great Rio, 

Fair art thou to see ; 
But I would fain be back again 

Unto my own countree I 

" And SO I shall some day, I hope, my pet ; and I 
won't forget you in the meantime, never fear. 
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" I must be shutting up for to-day, for here comes 
Uncle Bob for our afternoon's walk; but I ought to tell 
you of one more sight that IVe seen — ^the Palm Avenue 
at the Botanical Garden, five miles from here. That's 
something to look at, if you like ! All the trees are 
exactly the same height and size, and arranged in two 
perfectly straight lines, like soldiers on parade — fifty on 
each side, and each tree a hundred feet high. The 
trunks are perfectly bare and smooth, like marble pil- 
lars, till close to the top, where the great green leaves 
burst out in all their glory ; and really, with the setting 
sun streaming along them as if it shone through the aisle 
of a cathedral, and the great black spire of the Corcovado 
(Hunchback) Mountain standing up against the sky on 
one side, and the Atlantic on the other, the whole place 
seemed quite to swallow me up. I never felt so small 
in my life ! 

" I send you a photograph of the palms, the best I 
could get. Ta-ta till to-morrow. 

" ON BOARD THE BUENOS AYRES STEAMER. 

May 26th, 

"We're off in an hour, so I must look sharp and finish 
my despatch, as sharp at least as my mauled fingers will 
let me, for to-day my hands are on the sick list, for 
reasons which you'll find out as you read on. I've had 
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a bit of an adventure at last, and as it's one that your 
father's sure to like, I give it in full. 

" There was a Portuguese chap that joined us at Lis- 
bon, who was rather chums with me on the way out, and 
told me a lot about Rio and the country round it. 
Among other things he made a great talk about the 
Sugar-loaf Mountain, which stands at the mouth of the 
harbour, and is so steep that (according to him) nobody's 
ever climbed it without having to take a boat round to 
the seaward face, which is a little easier ; and when I 
asked him why they did not work round to it by land 
without any boat at all, he said that no man living could 
get round the Sugar-loaf from the landward side, and 
that whoever tried, would never come back to tell of it. 
The minute I heard that, I made up my mind to do it 
myself. 

"So, yesterday morning, I got up specially early, 
breakfasted all by myself, rigged myself out in my light- 
est suit of whites and Spanish sandals, left a message 
for Uncle Bob that I was off for a long walk, and would 
not be back till evening — and away I went ! To save 
myself up for the actual climb, I took a 'bus as far as 
the end of Bota Fogo Bay ; and a beautiful drive it was. 
The road ran close to the water's edge in one or two 
places, and what with, the sea in front, and the moun- 
tains behind, and the quaint little houses, and pictur- 
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esque groups, and glorious vegetation all round, it was 
just like a scene in a play. But I mustn't stop to talk 
about that just now. 

I should tell you that the promontory on which the 
Sugar-loaf stands is just like a door-handle, the moun- 
tain itself forming the knob, and the narrow neck being 
commanded by two little forts (St John facing towards 
Rio, and St somebody else — I forget who — on the outer 
side). Through one of these two I must go to reach the 
Loaf ; so I decided for St somebody else. 

It was rather a job to get to him, though, for just 
after you leave the *bus, the road takes no end of a 
twist, running close under the ridge that shuts off the 
peninsula, and passing the Lunatic Asylum, (Uncle Bob 
says I ought to have halted there^ but that's only his 
chafl). Then, after that, the neck itself s a good deal cut 
up by ditches, and patches of prickly scrub ; but, once 
Fd cleared that, I came out upon a jolly broad bit of 
level road that took me right up to the gate. 

Under the archway I found a nigger sentry in full 
fig, leaning on his musket as if he didn't know 
what to do with himself. At my approach he bright- 
ened up a little, as at a new event, and asked if 
I wanted to see the fort. I took the hint at once, 
and answered in what Portuguese I could muster 
(I'd been cramming it on the voyage, you know) 
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that I did ; whereupon he muttered something about 
" the Commandant," and went off. Presently he 
came back, and told me to follow him ; and I was 
marched into a long low room with a bare floor, (very 
like the Upper Fifth school at Rugby) where I found an 
old swell in uniform, with a grey moustache, and two or 
three officers with him. They received me very civilly, 
made me sign my name in a big book, and then signi- 
fied to me that I was free to go all over the place. 

And so I did. I walked all round the barrack-square, 
peeped into the barrack itself, where I found a lot of 
nigger and mulatto soldiers jawing away in the 
midst of an awful smell of garlic, and then went up on 
to the seaward battery, where four or five i2-pounders 
were peering over the parapet at the roaring sea twenty 
feet below, just as if they were chaffing it and trying to 
rile it. Finally, I scrambled up to the higher terrace, 
(some forty feet farther up, on the first slope of the 
actual Sugar-loaf rock) and, seeing no path or anything 
of that sort, I just whisked myself up to the top of the 
wall, and dropped down (a pretty good drop too) on the 
other side. Two or three soldiers, who had followed me 
about, wondering what I was going to be up to, gave an 
awful halloo as I did it ; but nobody cared to follow 
me. So there I was fairly in for it at last. 

And it didn't look very promising, either, now I was 
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there. So far as I could make out through the thorn- 
bushes, which rose higher than my head on every side, 
I was on a narrow ledge of rock, with the great black 
precipice of the Loaf going straight up overhead on one 
side, and another precipice going straight down into the 
sea on the other. However, I noticed that just in front 
of me the thicket seemed broken and parted in two, as 
if by men passing, and, following the track, I came pre- 
sently on one of those little mitre-shaped blue caps that 
the soldiers wear here, showing that somebody had been 
there before me, which was so far encouraging. But a 
few steps farther on, the trail ended suddenly, and there 
was nothing but thick jungle. 

However, I wasn't going to back out now^ so I plunged 
into the tangle, crushing it down with my arms and 
chest, trampling it under foot, tearing, ripping, smashing, 
with my clothes flying in strips at every step, and the 
thorns going into me in fifty places at once. Talk of 
quickset hedges ! bless you, they were nothing to it ! it 
was like five million fish-hooks, and ten million pen- 
knives, tied together with all the wire of the Atlantic 
Cable. The creepers kept catching my feet, and I had 
to tug like blazes to get loose; and my hat was 
scratched off again and again, (fancy climbing the Loaf 
in a hat^ by the by !) In five minutes, my hands were just 
dripping with blood, and my feet pricked all over clean 
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through the strong sandals. Add to this that last 
night's rain had filled the great curling leaves of the 
plants, which poured upon me like buckets at every 
step, and that the sun was now striking down upon me 
as only a South American sun can — and you may think 
what a nice time I had of it ! 

All at once the thicket ended as suddenly as if it had 
been cut short off with a knife, and there was the bare 
cliff going almost sheer down into the sea, which was 
lashing and roaring ever so many feet below. On the 
opposite side of this gap I could see bushes again, but the 
space between was at least twelve feet wide, and not an 
inch of hold to be seen anywhere. At last I caught 
sight of a little crack running slantwise across it, just 
wide enough to put my fingers in, and then it struck me 
that if I got a clutch of thaty and squeezed myself 
against the cliff with my toes bent in upon it, then my 
flat sandals, wringing wet as they were, would cling to 
the rock like suckers, and ease the strain on my fingers, 
so that perhaps I might manage to wriggle across some- 
how. At any rate, if I mean't to get up the Loaf, there 
was no other way ; so I set my teeth hard, and worked 
my fingers into the cleft, and then edged myself out bit 
by bit. 

It was an ugly job, though, certainly. When I got 
fairly out against the cliff, with nothing below my feet 
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but empty air, I did feel very queer indeed ; and 
every time a big wave came booming in on the rocks 
below, it was just as if somebody had hit me. However, 
shifting one finger at a time, and moving my feet as 
gingerly as if they were spun glass, I worked along, inch 
by inch : but it seemed a year before I saw the branches 
on the other side close above my head ; and, even then, 
my hands were so numbed with the strain, that I could 
hardly drag myself up to the bank. As it was, I 
slipped just as I reached it, and gave my knee such a 
scrape against the sharp edge of the rock, that the blood 
started through my white trousers like ink through blot- 
ting-paper. 

By this time I was getting rather done up ; but I 
durstn*t halt to rest for fear of getting too stiff to go on 
again, for all this time, you know, I wasn't a single foot 
higher than when I left the fort — if anything, I'd been 
rather going down. However, the second patch of 
thicket soon came to an end, and I got out upon a great 
hurly-burly of broken rocks, heaped pell-mell like an 
overturned box of bricks. And here I thought I saw 
my way to a short cut, and began in earnest. What 
with taking flying leaps from block to block, and 
squeezing myself through between the boulders, and 
whisking myself up by projecting comers, I at last 
worked round so far that I could see the mouth of the 
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harbour, (which faces the accessible side of the Loaf) 
beginning to appear on my left. Seeing this, and know- 
ing that I must be a good height up by this time, I 
thought it was time to leave off zigzagging and try a 
bee-line to the top of the peak, so I left the rocks and 
plunged into the thicket again. After tearing and 
crunching through it I don*t know how long, I found the 
tangle getting thinner, and began to catch glimpses of 
the great rock overhead, till at last I came out close to 
it, and found — ^that it went sheer up like the side of a 
house, and there was no getting up there! 

This was a sell if you like ; but I wasn't so far spent 
yet as to be at all damped by it. I just shook my fist 
at the old peak, and began to scramble down again, for 
just here the cliff came out in a sharp angle that 
blocked my way. When I got round that, I shaped as 
straight a course as I could, neither up nor down, when, 
all at once the ground gave way under my feet, and 
down I went crash ! I rolled over and over I don't know 
how far. I should have gone right down into the sea, 
if a thick bush hadn't brought me up ; but I was a good bit 
stunned, and the thorns touched me up so that I sang out 
fit to raise the dead. When I'd picked myself up, the next 
thing was to pick up my hat, which looked as if some- 
body had gone over it with a rake ; and then I b^an to 
look about me, and found that I was down to within 
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fifty feet of the water's edge, and had all my climb to 
begin over again ! 

But this was all in the day's work, and didn't damp 
me a bit ; sd, as soon as the stun went off, I b^an to 
scramble up again. It was harder work now, for by this 
time my joints were so stiff that I could hardly move ; 
let alone that my face and hands were all criss-crossed 
with gashes, just like a telegraph map, and my clothes 
as bloody as if I'd been killing sheep. But I saw by 
the sun that I must be nearly round the corner now, 
and, once out on the seaward slope, I knew it would be 
pretty plain sailing. So up I went, tear tear, crash 
crash. By and by the branches began to get less and 
less matted, the blue sky to show plainer and plainer 
through them, till at last, with one thundering tug, 
which left nearly half my jacket behind, out I came on 
a green slope, all bright and warm in the sunshine ; and 
I threw myself down on it, and felt as if I should never 
move again. 

But a few minutes' rest picked me up wonderfully, 
and I got up and began to survey my ground. As near 
as I could guess, I was about a third of the way up the 
Loaf The green slope went up perhaps two hundred 
feet higher, and then came a great wall of black rock, 
which seemed to be the only bad bit in the whole con- 
cern, for after that the whole peak, right up to the top, 
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was covered with thick undergrowth which would give 
me plenty of hold. 

So I began to make my preparations. I wiped the 
blood and dirt off my face as well as I could, tightened 
the cords of my sandals, stuffed my hat into a bush and 
put on the red Turkish cap your father gave me, and 
was just going to start, when a little brig came shooting 
past the foot of the cliff towards the open sea, and the 
crew seeing me up there, (for I was plain enough to see, 
with my white dress and red cap thrown out against the 
great green slope) gave me a cheer. I waved my cap in 
reply, and then went at it again. 

But the rest of the climb was mere child's play, for 
when I got up to the rock, I found that some " kind soul 
of Sybil Gray " had been and gone and hammered in an 
iron stanchion, with three ropes hanging down from it ; 
so I got up as slick as could be. As to the undergrowth, 
I just swung myself up from bush to bush all the way, 
and, just about three o'clock (five hours from my first 
start) I came out upon the Frog's Head — a great knuckle 
of rock that sticks out beyond and above the rest of the 
snmmit — and mustered my last breath for a hurrah. 

The first thing I did was to carve your name on the 

top ; and the next fellow who goes up will find it, and 

wonder how any lady can have got up there. Then I 

began to look about me ; and I did get a view, and no 

C 
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mistake! There was the whole breadth of the great 
bay, with its rocky islets and tiny forts; and the 
clustering green woods along-shore, with the little white 
villas peeping out of them ; and the streets and church- 
towers of Rio, crowded 'together close to the water's 
edge, and the hills rising beyond it, terrace after 
terrace; and the dark peaks of the Corcovado and 
Pedro Bonito away to the south, and the great niasses 
of the Oi^an Mountains away to the north ; and on the 
east, far as eye could reach, the great blue sweep of 
the Atlantic, till it seemed as if I were looking all over 
the world at once, and my head began to tufn giddy. 

But a sharp pain in my left foot roused me, and, 
looking down, I saw it all covered with black ants, 
which fairly swarm on the top ; so the only thing to 
do was to bolt for it. I made quick work down to the 
place where Fd left my hat ; and now, having done all 
I came for, I began to think about getting home 
again. 

Just then a thought struck me that made me jump 
as if rd. been shot Up till now, I had never doubted 
there being a path from this slope round to the main- 
land, but now I thought suddenly, " Suppose there's 
none^ what am I to do ? " 

It was hopeless to think of going back the way Td 
come. I simply hadn't strength left to do it; and, alto- 
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gether, the idea was such an ugly one, that I thought 
the sooner I settled that question, the better. It 
wasn't easy to get down to the water, for the rocks 
were almost perpendicular, and the prickly cactus in 
the clefts tore me horridly; but at last I came out 
upon a flat place close to the water's edge, and saw — 
that instead of a path round the cliff, there was nothing 
but the bare rock, straight as a wall, and that I was in 
a regular trap. 

Then, f6r one moment, I fairly gave up ; and I just 
sat down stupidly on the ledge and thought, " If a boat 
comes near enough to hail, all the better ; and if not, I 
don't care, IVe done all I can ! " 

But I was ashamed of it the next moment, and I 
made up my mind that it would never do for an 
Englishman to let himself be licked by a Brazilian rock, 
and that, as I'd got into the scrape, I was bound to get 
out again. I knew that round this comer Fort St. John 
must lie, and as there was no getting there by land, the 
only way was to swim it So I made a bundle of my 
clothes, and tied them round my neck, left my hat 
(which I couldn't carry) on the ledge to astonish the 
next comer, and plunged in. 

And after that it was all like a kind of nightmare, 
now swallowed by a big wave, now dashed on the 
rocks and covered with blood, one minute scraping 



36 What Harry Frankland thought of Brazil. 



against a sunken rock, and taking it for a shark, (there 
are plenty of them about, just there) and then crawling 
along a narrow ledge, with the waves lashing over me, 
till at last, just as I was almost gone, I felt ground 
under my feet, andcame out on a smooth sandy beach, 
with the low white wall of Fort St John about a 
hundred yards off. 

As soon as I could stand (for my wounds smarted 
so with the sand and salt water that I was half mad 
with pain) I wrung out my clothes, and put them on 
as best I might, and walked slap into the fort. There 
were a lot of soldiers on parade in the barrack-yard, 
and as I passed they all stared as if they'd seen a 
ghost. And well they might, for to see a fellow as 
pale as death, all over blood and green slime, with his 
clothes in tatters, and a piratical-looking red cap on, 
rise up from the bottom of the sea and march right 
into their fort, was enough to make anybody stare 
a bit. 

There were three officers standing at the door of one 
of the largest huts ; so I made up to them and asked 
for the shortest way to Rio, at which they all stared 
(as well they might) and the eldest, who was the 
Commandant himself, asked rather roughly who I 
was ? 

" An Englishman," says I. 
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" And where the deuce do you come from ? " 
says he. 

I pointed to the great black castle of the Loaf 
towering overhead, and answered melodramatically, 
" There ! " 

" There ? " says he, staring like a stuck pig, first at 
it, and then at me. 

The two younger officers began whispering together, 
and I caught enough to make out that one of them 
insisted on my being a sailor who had murdered his 
captain and swum ashore, while the other was equally 
positive that I was an escaped lunatic from the Asylum 
on the other side of the Neck. Presently the Com- 
mandant joined in the confab, and meanwhile I just 
sat down on the doorstep to rest, till they should settle 
what to do with me; for I was so far gone by this 
time, that I hardly cared whether they shot me or not 

By-and-bye the Commandant turned round and 
tackled me in French. I*m pretty glib at //, as you 
know, having lived in Jersey, so I reeled off the whole 
story. All three of 'em looked quite dumfoundered 
at it, and one of the young fellows asked me several 
questions, such as what the top was like, and whether 
I found anything hanging to the rocks, evidently to 
test my accuracy ; but I answered 'em all quite pat. 
But when they fairly took in what Fd done, there 
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was nothing good enough for me. They shook my 
hands and called me a brave Englishman, and sent one 
soldier for lint and bandages, and another for hot 
coffee, and the Commandant himself held the cup 
while I drank, and the young Lieutenant sugared it ; 
and I drank to the health of the Emperor (at which 
they all bowed) and then to the health of the Sugarloaf, 
at which they all laughed like mad — Fm sure I don't 
know why. Finally they sent me in a boat across 
Bota Fogo Bay to the English Consulate, with a 
soldier to take charge of me, as I wasn't fit to walk 
alone. The Consul seeing a man brought in by a 
soldier, took me for a criminal, and began to slang me ; 
but the minute he heard my voice he burst out laughing, 
and dragged me into his room and gave me a warm 
bath and a clean suit, and a rattling good dinner. 
Just as we were finishing, in came Uncle Bob, who had 
been hunting for me high and low. He was rather 
grumpy just at first ; but when he heard the story, he 
rubbed his hands and said he'd tell it to every man 
he knew, and we went home together about nine 
o'clock, merrily enough.* 

* In case the possibility of this ascent should be questioned, 
I may as well state that I did it myself in May 1872. The text, 
however, hardly does justice to the extreme kindness of my recep- 
tion at the Consulate. 
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But time's up, and I must halt Best love to your 
father, and ditto to yourself over and over again. 
I've got your little locket still, I had it on when I swam 
ashore yesterday, and it shall stick by me, fair weather 
or foul, till I see you again. God bless you, dear. — 
Yours affectionately, Harry. 



CHAPTER III. 

THE WILD horseman's FIRST APPEARANCE. 

Hurrah for the Pampas t Hurrah for the grand old 
plains that stretch for countless miles, fresh, and g^een, 
and beautiful, till they melt at last into the rich blue of 
the summer sky. What a place for a gallop in the fresh- 
ness of the early morning, with a cool breeze stirring 
the long feathery prairie grass, and the sun just peering 
over the boundless level.? Not a sound to be heard, not 
a living thing in sight ; no smoke or soot to taint the 
pure air, fragrant with acres of flowers never seen in 
Europe ; everything bright, and free, and unchanged, as 
on the day the world was created. And your horse tosses 
his mane and neighs rejoicingly, and away you go in full 
career, with your rifle across your shoulder, and your 
machetd* in your belt, and your lasso coiled up all ready 
to hand ; and mile after mile of the great plain melts 
away behind you, and the wind rushes through your hair 
as you fly along, and every drop of your blood seems 
bounding with a life of its own, till you feel inclined to 

* A heavy hunting-knife, something between a cutlass and a 
dagger. 
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shout and sing from sheer gladness of heart. There is 
pleasure enough in a forty-mile tramp across the moors 
on a bracing autumn day — or a scramble up the last 
ar^te of Mont Blanc in the glory of the sunrise — or a 
long swim before breakfast in the transparent sea of the 
tropics — or a moonlight scour over the steppes of Central 
Asia on a swift camel; but for the real downright enjoy- 
ment that makes the mere sense of living a pleasure, there 
is nothing like a good stretching gallop over the Pam- 
pas at daybreak, with a horse under you that knows 
his work. 

So, at least, thinks the solitary horseman who comes 
rushing over them on a fine clear morning in March, 
lighting his short pipe while at full gallop, in imitation 
of the favourite feat of his Gaucho* comrades. We 
have surely seen him somewhere before : for although 
the broad-leaved hat slouched over the eyes, and the 
close-fitting white jacket and leather trousers, and the 
red scarf round his waist, supporting the hunting-knife 
and "six-shooter," are new accessories, yet that 
bright fearless face, with its deep healthy colour and 
laughing brown eyes, seems familiar enough. It is no 
other than Harry Frankland, with two years of prairie 
life added to his experiences since we saw him last, but 

* Prairie horsemen, chiefly employed in catching and breaking 
in wild horses. 
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still as l^ht-hearted and ripe for a ^'lark'* as when he 
fought his way along the prediNces of the Sii^ar-loaf. 

But it would seem that our fiiend's ride is not merely 
a pleasure excursion ; for, on crowning one of the low 
smooth slopes which here give the plain all the charac- 
ter of a rolling prairie, he suddenly halts and looks 
keenly ahead Just below him lies a deep hollow,, 
partly filled with water, and beside it a large corral^ or 
ring-fence, such as the Pampeans use to pen their cattle. 
All around the fence the grass is eaten close, and the 
ground trampled into mud by scores of cloven hoofs ; 
but not a single beast is to be seen. 

•• That*s all right,** mutters our hero, in his own tongue 
(for he has not yet learned to think in Spanish, though 
he speaks it fluently enough). ** What with this lot, and 
the two that we drove home last night, our cattle must 
be all in by this time. Now the Indians may come as 
soon as they like— and the sooner the better ! Halloa ! " 

The last remark is elicited by the sudden rising of a 
figure from a clump of bushes on the edge of the hollow. 
It is a negro, clad only in a light sleeveless shirt and 
cotton drawers, with a huge shapeless bonnet of sheepskin 
on his head, under which his black face looks like a lump 
of coal rolling out of a sack ; but his short gun is at his 
back, and his heavy Spanish knife on his hip, all ready 
for action. Not a pleasant figure, one would think, to 
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meet in this lonely place ; for though Harry has shot up 
like a poplar since we saw him last, the black overtops 
him by a full head, and his bare arms and legs display 
muscles that would crush any ordinary man like paste- 
board. But the broad grin of welcome with which he 
greets the young Englishman is a sufficient warrant of 
good faith ; and, indeed, he is no other than the right 
hand man of Frankland's uncle, and the sworn vassal 
of Harry himself, whom he follows about everywhere 
like a dog. 

"Well, Toro," (Bull) says Harry, giving him the name 
which his huge strength and size have earned for him 
long ago, " how goes it } " 

"Good-day, Senor Enriquez," answers the Toro, in 
broken Spanish ; " me sure you come, so wait here, after 
Peons (native servants) drive cattle 'way. Something 
got, show you. Look see! " 

He holds out a tobacco-pouch of soft bark, curiously 
embroidered with feathers, at sight of which Harry's 
face looics very grave, and his mouth buttons itself up 
into a long whistle. 

" Indians, by Jove 1 — ^Where did you find that, 
Toro.?" 

"Here on de ground lie— just by corral. — See you 
how it happen.? Indian come, smell about — say, 'Much 
beef here ! tell tribe at home, dey all come here, carry 
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all off.' — Ride right round corral (here de horse-track) 
dat time Peons sleep — lazy dogs! Indian light pipe — 
just den Peon wake, cry out, "Who dere?' Indian not 
want bobbery, ride off much fast ; so pouch tumble, lie 
in grass — but ole Toro find it!" 

"Hem — that's awkward. — ^What are we to do, then? " 

" You get down. Master — eat breakfast little — den I 
tell you all 'bout it ! " 

So Hany dismounts, unsaddles, and rubs down his 
horse, hobbles his fore feet, and leaving him to graze, 
seats himself under the bushes beside the hollow. Each 
man produces from his wallet a roll of tortillas,^ and a 
junk of charqui (dried meat) which, though parched to 
the consistency of a Macintosh greatcoat, is still accept- 
able to these seasoned palates ; and the two fall on 
like men who live in the open air, and are ready for 
food any hour of the day or night 

The meal over, Toro produces a flask of aguardiente 
(whiskey) swallows a huge gulp of raw spirit as if it were 
spring water, wipes his huge blubber lips with an air of 
refreshment, and speaks thus: — 

" You see. Master, dis bad time now. — One time no 
w^r — plenty soldier here — Indian lie quiet, like snake 
in grass — nebber let see him : — Now, war in Paraguay ; 

♦ Thin wheaten cakes, usually baked on a flat stone. — The 
Mexicans call them '' frijoles." 
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all soldier go dere, fight dat cussed thief Lopez — no 
soldier here; Indian lift up head, say, 'Oh, no man 
left here, all clear ; me get up, little fun hab/ — ^And now 
Indian come, by de saints; and de word for us,'Cui- 
dado!'" (look out).— 

"Are they going to begin at once, then, do you 
think ? " 

"Who can tell, Senor Enriquez? P'raps when dey 
come, find all beef gone, see we ready for dem, dey go 
Oder place ; but me tink big mischief mean dis time. — 
You see" (here he lowered his voice to a whisper) "you 
see dat totem (crest) painted on de pouch — ^what do you 
tink it like ?" 

" Like a black bird, I should-say." 

"Quite true. — Dat bird de Black Eagle; and dat 
Black Eagle you see on many pouch, and shield, and 
robe now-a-days ; and when you see it, dat de big drop 
before de storm. — You know what it mean ? Dat 
Black Eagle de totem of" (here the giant looked timid 
as a frightened child) " de Wild Horseman I " 

" The Wild Horseman ? " echoed Harry, starting. 
" Why, that 's the fellow that our Peons are always talk- 
ing about. Who on earth is he ? " 

" Ah, master ! many man ask dat — ^but who answer } 
Ask de storm, or de lightning, or de great water- 
flood, who dey are — dey kill men, and smash house. 
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and drown horse and cattle— dat deir answer to 



you ' 



" Is he such a terrible fellow as all that, then ? " 
'' Terrible ?— I tell you dat yonder, on de Rio Verde, 
no child sleep for fear of him. He walk in darkness, 
like de debil ; and de debil heself no do more mischief 
dan he. And no hand of man hab power against him ; 
for dey say he de spirit of de last of de old Incas, who 
was washed in gold-water so dat he nebber die ; and 
now he come up again, and take vengeance on all 
Spaniard, till dey perish before him like grass in a 
prairie fire." 

" You don't believe all that bosh, do you, Toro ? '* 
" You see presently. Master, if I say truth — ^you ask 
Peon what dey say. Now, s'pose you sleep little bit, I 
watch ; and den, when we go home togedder, I tell you 
all I know *bout de Wild Horseman." 

Harry had hardly lain down before he was asleep ; 
for men who are in the saddle all day and half the night 
for weeks together, sleeping when and how they can, 
soon learn to make the most of their time. Meanwhile 
Toro slipped his hand into a kind of pocket in the 
breast of his shirt, and drew forth a roll of bark, from 
which he took a morsel of thick brown paste, and, put- 
ing it into his mouth, began to chew it with evident 
relish. "Tobacco," one would have guessed — but it 
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was not ; it was koka^ the most wonderful natural cordial 
in the world, on which the South American Indian will 
go forward without food, drink, or rest, almost as long 
as an Arabian camel. 

However, even the negro's favourite enjoyment did 
not blunt his practised senses one whit. Few ears but 
his would have caught the slight rustle in the bushes 
beside him ; but in an instant he had sprung to his feet, 
noiselessly as a shadow, and was peering into the 
thicket At the first glance, his whole face lighted up 
with mischievous glee, like a boy who sees some one 
just going to tumble over the slide which he has been 
making. Squatting on his hams in front of the clump, 
he began a low, dirge-like, monotonous chant, keeping 
time to it with his hands and the rocking motion of his 
body. The rustle grew louder, the green leaves shook 
and parted, and out came the flat lozenge-shaped head 
and glittering eyes of a snake ! 

Toro, not a whit disturbed (though the snake was one 
of the deadliest in South America), continued his chant, 
while the long lithe body kept sliding forth, inch by 
inch, till at last it came fairly out into the open. It was 
at least four feet long, and as thick as a man's wrist 
On the back, its scales were so dark as to seem almost 
black against the fresh green turf ; but its throat and 
belly were curiously flecked with white, and its small 
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narrow ^y^s glittered like emeralds in the sun- 
shine. 

The black allowed it to come close to him, when he 
suddenly changed the music to a quicker time and a 
shrill, piping cadence. Instantly the snake reared up 
as if to spring upon him, and began darting its head 
fiercely to and fro, as if violently enraged. He con- 
tinued to provoke it for a few seconds, and then sud- 
denly unsheathing his knife with the left hand (for he 
seemed equally ready with both), sent the serpent's head 
flying, as easily as a man slicing a cucumber. The 
headless body continued to flap and wriggle for some 
time ; but the black, greeting its contortions with a 
deep snorting laugh, sat quietly down again to his koka 
chewing. 

Two hours later, Harry was awakened by a hand laid 
gently on his forehead. He started up, and stared a 
little when he saw the dead snake. 

" Aha, Master ! Ole Toro no forget how charm 
snake, eh } Now, we go home ! " 

And away they went accordingly, Frankland riding, 
and the negro swinging along beside him in a long, 
steady trot, as untiringly as if his huge flat feet had had 
wings to them, instead of the shapeless platters of 
twisted yarn that formed their only covering. So little, 
indeed, did the pace tell upon him, that whenever his 
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master slackened speed, the black took up the conver- 
sation again as if he had been standing still. In this 
snatchy way was told (as if issued in serial numbers) the 
story of the Wild Horseman, which, with the reader's 
leave, we shalU translate from Toro's jargon into plain 
words : — 

" Many years ago. Master, when I was quite a young 
man, a tribe of Indians lived along the great Lake 
Bevedero, away yonder to the south-west. What their 
real name was I don't know, but the Argentinos called 
them * Los Encuorados,* from the skins that they wore. 
They were real * Indios bravos,' * and famous fighters, 
every man of them ; but for all that they were friendly 
enough ; and the old Governor of Fort Bevedero, at the 
comer of the lake, who was a sharp old fellow, and 
knew well enough that if you live near the prison you 
must make friends with the algnazils (police), persuaded 
the Government to give these neighbours of his the 
southern shore for their hunting and fishing — knowing 
that, once they had a bit of their own, they 'd hunt all 
the other Indians away from it like wolves. And so it 
befell ; for the Encuorados got firearms and ammunition 
from the white men, and beat off the Pehuenches and 
Ranqueles again and again, and were as good as a wall 

* " Wild Indians ; " a name given to the independent tribes^ ia 
contradistinction to the " Indios mansos " (tame or settled). 

D 
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round the Argentine settlements. And they used to 
send the Governor great stores of fish and game, and 
the Governor used to give them knives, and hatchets, 
and gunpowder, and invite their old chief (who was a 
fine old fellow) to come to the Fort with some of his 
warriors, and have a palaver with him ; and so, for a 
time, everything went as merrily as a * fiesta.' 

" But after a while the old Governor died, and the 
new one who came in his place was a bad man, and 
didn't behave well to the Indians ; and, from one thing 
to another, it went on till there was a regular feud. At 
last he fairly insulted the old chief himself, who had 
come to the Fort with some of his * braves ; ' so the old 
man rose up and emptied his glass of wine upon the 
ground, as a sign that all fellowship was at an end 
between him and the Argentinos — and called on his 
people to come away. But when • the Governor saw 
thaty he knew that he had offended them past forgive- 
ness, and that the only thing now was to make short 
work of them ; so he sounded the alarm, and fell upon 
them with his soldiers, and killed the old chief and all 
who were with him. And they say," added the negro, 
lowering his voice to a whisper, "that when the old 
man lay dying at the Governor's feet, he looked up at 
him and said, ' My blood shall yet have vengeance upon 
you and yours ! 



) i» 
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" It was a blackguardly shame!" cried Harry warmly, 
" and I hope that old beast of a Governor got paid off 
for It ! " 

"You shall see," answered the Toro. "When the 
Encuorados heard what was done, they were very 
angry ; but they saw plainly enough, that, the moment 
it got abroad that the white men had turned against 
theni, all their old enemies would be upon them at once; 
and that, with the Argentinos on one side, and the 
prairie Indians on the other, they would have no 
chance. So they burned all their pretty hunting 
lodges and canoes, crossed the Sierr^, del Diablo, and 
vanished into the unknown country. 

"About five years after this, the wicked Governor 
went across the plains to Mendoza,* with a party of 
soldiers. He got there all safe, and stayed some time 
buying stores ; and some of the hunters who passed 
that way brought word that they had seen him just 
starting to come back ; but from that day no man ever 
saw him more. Just as the garrison of the fort were 
beginning to wonder why he didn't appear, a Gaucho 
came in with news that he had seen two or three empty 
waggons, and the bodies of a good many men, out on 
the prairie, about midway back from Mendoza. So 

* One of the westernmost towns of the Argentine Republic, near 
the lower spurs of the Andes. 
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then there was a great hue and cry, and a large party- 
started out to look for them, taking this man as their 
guide; and there, sure enough, they found the two 
officers and the fifty-six men, picked clean by the 
zopilotds (vultures) ; but the Governor himself was 
nowhere to be found, nor was any trace of him ever 
seen again. All that was left was his gay uniform, 
with the very money untouched in the pockets, as if to 
show that they would have nothing from him but his 
life ; and on one of the waggons there was a paper 
fastened, upon which was written in Spanishy " Venge- 
ance for the Chief of the Encuorados ! " 

" This gave them all a fine fright, as you may think ; 
but what made it worse was, that it was well known 
that, though many of the Encuorados spoke Spanish 
well enough, not one of them could write it but the old 
chief himself ; and this writing was his exactly, letter 
for letter ! So the soldiers made up their minds that 
his ghost had come back to take vengeance on them, 
and stampeded back to the fort as if they had seen 
Huacouvo (an Indian demon). 

" But they were much more frightened a few weeks 
later, when news began to come in from all quarters 
of ranchos (farm-houses) burned, and cattle stolen, and 
scouting parties cut off, in every direction at once • till 
at last no one dared stir beyond the walls, and they 
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even b^an to fear for the fort itself. Now, too, it began 
to be remarked that the few dead whom the assailants 
left behind (for they generally carried off their killed 
and wounded along with them) all had a black eagle 
painted on their cloaks or their shields, and some even 
had it pricked into their skins ; from which, as well as 
from their flying so quickly from place to place, and 
pouncing just where no one expected them, people 
gave them the name of " Los Aguilares " (the Men of 
the Eagle). 

*' But in all the stories told of these fellows, no matter 
who told them, there was always one figure that was 
foremost — the figure of a young man on a black horse, 
with long hair plaited into a sort of crown, and adorned 
with the feathers of the Black Eagle. He was not dark 
like the rest, but with the colour and the face of the old 
Peruvian Incas, who fled down here when Pizarro over- 
threw them. 

And he was one whom nothing could stop. No river 
that he couldn't swim, no mountain that he couldn't 
scale. Soldiers came against him, more than his own 
men by ten to one — and he scattered them like sheep. 
Once, a detachment from Mendoza bivouacked on 
the right bank of the Rio Nuevo when it was in full 
flood, knowing that he was on the other side, and mak- 
ing sure that no living thing could stem that current ; 



54 The Wild Horseman! s first appearance. 

but he crossed it at midnight with his Aguilares (how, 
the Evil One, who helped him, only knows), and by 
sunrise there was not a man left of the soldiers, except 
one who crept into a bush and escaped. And he 
said afterwards, that the young Chief was in the thick 
of it from first to last, with the bullets dropping from 
his clothes like drops of rain ; and one of the officers 
ran a sword right against his breast, and it glanced off 
as if his bare skin were a cuirass ; and he wore a gold 
collar round his neck, the very image of the one that 
Pizarro took from King Atahualpa in the Golden City 
of Cuzco ; and with every blow he struck, it sent out a 
flash like lightning ! " 

"He knew how to spin a yam, that chap," remarked 
Harry, approvingly. " If ever I want to write a romance, 
I must get hold of him." 

" And now," pursued the negro, " the Black Eagle is 
a terror to every one that sees it. The Aguilares come 
into the towns and do what they like, and no one dare 
touch them ; for if any man ^hurts one of them, the 
vengeance of the Chief falls upon him and withers him 
up, like a prairie fire. They say (sinking his voice), 
that when the great fire swept the plains round Lake 
Silvero, two years ago, he was seen in the midst of it, 
rushing through the flames on his black horse, without 
a hair of his head being singed ! " 
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" And he is the Wild Horseman, I suppose ? *' said 
Harry, interested in spite of himself. 

" Just so, Seftor Enriquez ; so you see we did well to 
get our cattle in. I hope we may escape yet, for your 
uncle Seftor Roberto is a Gringo (foreigner), and it's 
only against the Argentinos that the Wild Horseman's 
anger is hot; but if he does attack us — St Jago help us 
all ! And now, Master, there's the house ; and you'll 
be just in time to have a talk with Seftor Roberto over 
his cigar." 



CHAPTER IV. 

BULL AND BULLFIGHTER. 

The house before which the two riders halted, might have 
stood for the picture of almost every substantial country- 
house in Spanish America from Mexico to Chili. The 
wall of adobi (sun-dried brick) painted with broad per- 
pendicular strips of alternate red, white, and yellow ; the 
empty window-frames occupied by iron gratings instead 
of glass, as in Damascus and Constantinople ; the heavy 
door, clamped with iron like a prison-gate ; the flat 
azotea or roof with its smooth shining cement and breast- 
high parapet, along which numbers of magnificent tro- 
pical plants stand ranged like a palisade ; all these are 
characteristic features of the dwelling of every Spanish- 
blooded " rico " from north to south. 

With its high walls and strong door, its barred win- 
dows high above the ground, (for all those looking to 
the outside are on the second floor) its crowning parapet, 
square solid make, and the deep swift stream that pro- 
tects it on two sides, the whole place has the air of a 
fortress. And not wholly without reason ; for though 
of late years an Indian foray has been a thing unknown 
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in the neighbourhood of the Casa San Felip^, yet when 
first built it stood more than one attack. 

Through the yard gate (which is on the opposite side 
to the actual " front door ") the two horsemen rode into 
ih.^ patio (courtyard), from which the fortress-like aspect 
of the house is more marked than before. It is built in 
the form of a hollow square, in the centre of which is the 
patio with its pavement of coloured bricks, and its little 
draw-well — an invaluable possession in the event of a 
si^e by the native tribes, whose best weapons against 
their strongly-entrenched enemies are thirst and hunger. 
Along one side of the patio run the servants* quarters \ 
a second is occupied by the sala (dining-room), the 
cuarto (drawing-room) and the best bedrooms, the open 
doorways of which are covered simply by a curtain ; on 
the third are* the barn, the "dispensa" or store-room, 
and the cocina (kitchen) ; while the fourth is taken up 
by the long, low, thatched front of the eaballeriza (stable) 
at the end of which is the yard-gate above mentioned. 

Leaving his horse to the Peons who crowded round 
him, Harry walked straight into the drawing-room, which 
was occupied, not as in the time of its original owner, by 
two or three charming young ladies in picturesque 
Spanish costume, but by a huge raw-boned Scotchman 
with a fiery red head, who, lying on a light cane sofa in 
his shirt and trousers, with a paper cigarette in his 
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mouth, and a glass of orange-water at his elbow, looked 
the picture of enjoyment His face was hard as Peter- 
head granite, and had the canny twinkle of the genuine 
man of business in its small grey eye ; but those who 
knew him, knew well that there was a very kind heart 
underlying all. 

"Well, uncle," said Harry, "we've got in the cattle. 
Have you seen them ? " 

Uncle Bob (otherwise Mr Robert MThail, grazier, 
horse-breeder, and Indian agent in the service of the 
President of the Argentine Republic,*) raised himself on 
his elbow, and looked at his nephew with an intensely 
sly smile. 

" Ye hae dune weel. Hairy, ma lad, but I hae dune 
better! What wad ye think, noo, o* ane that should 
save ye frae being fashed (troubled) ony mair wi* thae 
beasties, and gie ye muckle siller forbye ? " 

" I should say," quoth Harry, " that he was no end of 
a brick, whoever he was." 

"/am that brick," answered the Scot emphatically. 
" Sit ye doon and listen, man, and let it teach ye hoo 
Proavidence blesses the industrious man, as it is written, 
* To every ane that hath shall be given, and he shall 
hae abundance.' I hae laboured early and late, to 

* The Argentine Republic comprises the whole country between 
the Andes, the Rio de la Plata, and Patagonia. 
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raise sic flocks and herds as the auld Patriarchs might 
hae been proud o'; and I hae dune 't; and noo, just 
ivhen thae haythen loons o' Indians are threatenin* to 
tak* awa' the work o' my hands, and leave me waur than 
Job, wi'oot even a potsherd to scart (scratch) mysel' 
withal, the hand o' Heeven has offered me a way o' de- 
leeverance 1 " 

" Have you sold all the cattle, then ? " asked Harry, 
beginning to be interested. 

" Hairy, dinna interrupt your elders ; ye should aye 
teverence grey hairs, and red anes too, when they belong 
to yere ain kith and kin. Listen to me! This last 
nicht, there cam to me a Government agent, wha had 
the chairge o' buyin* up cattle for the sustenance o' the 
troops that are gane to the war in Paraguay ; and he just 
askit me, plump oot, (for Proavidence hasna gi'en thae 
puir blinded Papisters the grace to mak' a bairgain) 
wad I sell a* my beasties i' the lump ? " 

" Well done our side ! " cried Harry. " And what did 
you say ? " 

" Weel, I just had to haud mysel' doon frae loupin' 
up in the air, when I heard it But I lookit as grave as 
I could, and said that I was laith to part wi* the bonnie 
beasties that wad be worth muckle mair siller sune. O, 
man. Hairy ! if ye had but seen the great gowk sitting 
there, hangin* on every word I said, little dreamin' that 
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I wad gladly hae sell't him the beasties for naethin*, to 
save them frae the Indian reivers. But / said naethin* 
aboot the reports o' the Indian foray, and he had heard 
nane ; sae I just sell't him every hoof o' them for twice 
as muckle as I wad hae gotten elsewhere, and oor Peons 
are to drive them doon the river at sunrise the mom. 
What think ye o' that^ noo, Hairy ? Thae loons think 
themsel's unco wise, but, praised be the Lord, there's nae 
child o' man can mak' a bairgain like a Scotchman ! " 

** Bravo, uncle ! " said Harry, " it's you for doing things 
properly. Now, I know you like to have a nap after 
your cigar ; so I'll just go and get a mouthful of gfrub, 
and then, when youVe had your nap out, we'll finish our 
talk." 

" Weel said. Hairy. Gang yere ways, then ; I'll be 
cot t* ye by-and-bye." 

He turned over as he spoke, while Harry, (already so 
thorough a Pampean, that he never by any chance went 
indoors if he could possibly help it) proceeded to squat 
himself on a piece of matting beside the well in the 
centre of the court, and shouted to his black henchman 
(who had already bolted a platter of stewed beef big 
enough to choke a boa-constrictor) to bring him some 
food. Accordingly the remains of the morning meal — 
a kind of Hyde Park meeting of bits and scraps, onions, 
yams, fried bananas, meat, and red pepper, all jumbled up 
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together — ^were hastily warmed up and set before him ; 
but he had barely swallowed his first mouthful, when 
a clatter of hoofs rang through the court, and there was 
a shout from the Peons of "El Torero!" (the Bullfighter). 
The new-comer rode a magnificent black horse, and sat 
him like a practised rider, but his good horsemanship was 
the only virtue with which one would have credited him. 
In strange contrast to his close-cropt hair, his whole 
face was one great bush of shaggy black beard and 
moustache, out of which his narrow bloodshot eyes 
peered sullenly from under a low retreating forehead; and 
when he smiled, or rather grinned, the sudden flash of 
the strong white fangs across his dark face gave him a 
very wolfish look. Ugly as he was, however, he evi- 
dently thought a good deal of his personal appearsmce, 
to judge by the silver-tassels that fringed his cloak, the 
gilt buttons on his white cotton jacket, the brightness 
of his enormous spurs, and the rich mountings of his 
carabine and hunting-knife. His broad hat had a 
scarlet ribbon round it, and the scarf round his waist 
was gay with embroidery ; indeed, the man's whole 
dress, from head to foot, had a rakish brigand-like 
smartness about it, which, joined with his savage look 
and skilful horsemanship, fully justified his nickname of 
'" Torero." 

Rough as he looked, however, the Torero was evi- 
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dently an old acquaintance of the household, and there 
was a general rush to welcome him, and to look at the 
game which he had brought in. Two magnificent wild 
turkeys, three or four brace of waterfowl, and about a 
dozen pigeons made up the list ; and the cook, a dry,, 
shrewd looking old half-caste, came forward to inspect 
them, and to chaffer about the price. This question 
being at length settled, the hunter drank off a horn of 
aguardiente handed him by one of the men, and, seating 
himself in the midst of the admiring circle, began to re- 
count his adventures between the puffs of his short 
black pipe. 

Harry, who had not seen this man before, was watch- 
ing the group with some interest, when his negro waiter 
tapped him on the shoulder. 

" You see dat man, Seftor Enriquez } Look at hin> 
well — you no here when he come Yore. . Him de man I 
tell you of — ^got de Evil Eye ! " 

" His eyes are evil enough, as far as ugliness goes,"" 
said Harry, laughing at his attendant's terrified whisper;. 
" but as for his doing any harm with them, keep that 
story for Don Quixote !" 

" Ah, Master ! you no believe me ? Look see ! One 
day Torero meet me, look at me sa — next day I break 
my leg — all de Evil Eye! One day he meet Jos^ 
yonder, look at him so — next day bull catch Josd wid 
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him horn, kill him very near — yoM see big mark yet — 
all de Evil Eye ! One day he meet Seflor Roberto, 
look at him so — dat night Sefior Roberto's horse die — 
all de Evil Eye !" 

Harry shrugged his shoulders. 

"You no believe dat^ Sefior Enriquez?" pursued 
the Toro, evidently scandalised at his young master's 
outrageous incredulity. "Well, look at dem Peon 
yonder, how dey keep off from him all round ! Dey all 
brave fellow — fight Injun, fight wild beast, ebbery ting 
you like — ^but against dat man dey no lift one finger. 
Dey know what it mean, de Evil Eye !" 

The genuine terror of the stout negro, whose cool 
courage was a proverb in the household, began to infect 
even the unbelieving Harry ; and he looked with a new 
interest at the terrible stranger, about whom the rough 
fellows were grouped reverentially like courtiers round 
their king. But at that moment his thoughts were 
suddenly diverted by the appearance of a new personage 
on the scene. 

This was a slim mulatto boy (dressed in a coarse grey 
shirt that looked like a sack with the bottom knocked 
out) who came skipping across the yard with an impish 
grin, and, seating himself on a block of wood near the 
group of Peons, struck a note or two upon a kind of 
banjo which he carried in his hand. Instantly every 
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head in the circle was turned eagerly towards him ; 
for Pep6 was famous both as a musician and an improvi- 
satore, and his extempore songs were a great resource 
when bad weather confined the household indoors. He 
preluded for a moment, and then began to sing, striking 
a note or two between whiles, as a kind of chorus : — * 

" Our men are a sad lazy lot, 

Turn ti turn ! 
All day round the meat-pan they squat, 
Turn ti tum ! 
They're sure to fall lame 
"Wlien they're sent to shoot game. 
But can't they just eat it as soon as it's shot ! 
Tum ti tum, tum ti tum, tum ! " 

Here there was a general laugh, and the singer, 
emboldened by his success, levelled two very pointed 
verses at Harry and the Toro, who laughed as heartily 
as anybody, for Pep6 was a licensed jester, and a great 
pet of both master and man. 

But few jokers know where to stop, and the extem- 
pore Saturday Reviewer, warming with his work, and 
either having no fear of the Evil Eye, or forgetting it 
for the moment, proceeded to launch a shaft at the 
redoubtable Torero himself : — 

* Many of the Gauchos are very expert at this kind of " chaff." 
Some of them have been known to improvise without a check for 
twenty minutes, or until every person in a large company had 
received a suitable verse. 
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" Here sits a Torero so brave. 

Turn ti turn ! 
Who is ne'er known to wash or to shave. 
Turn ti turn 1 
This gallant so tidy 
Eats meat on a Friday, 
Then robs, to get money his soul for to save, 
Tum ti tum, turn ti tum, turn ! " 

The last words (unnaturally distinct amid the terrified 
silence which had suddenly fallen on the group) were 
barely uttered when the Torero sprang to his feet with 
a frightful oath, and, with one flourish of his hand, sent 
the banjo spinning right across the court The next 
moment his huge hand was upon Pep^'s throat, and his 
sledge-hammer fist came down on the poor child's face, 
making the blood spout in torrents. 

The Peons, though evidently shocked and distressed, 
stirred neither hand nor foot to the rescue; for, brave as 
they were, nothing on earth could have tempted them to 
face the Evil Eye. But to Harry Frankland, as an English- 
man, the sight of a strong man ill-using a child was quite 
enough. He flew like a rocket across the courtyard, 
and planted his " left and right " between the Torero's 
eyes with such goodwill that the hulking ruffian all but 
toppled over. Recovering himself instantly, however, 
he unsheathed his long machete, and it might have gone 
hard with Frankland, had not help come suddenly from 

another quarter. 

£ 
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Toro's dread of the Evil Eye was almost as great as 
that of his fellow-servants, and he might very possibly 
have looked on without interfering till poor Pep^ was 
beaten to a jelly. But when he saw a knife at the 
throat of the master whom he loved as his own soul, all 
thought of personal safety went to the winds; he rushed 
to the rescue, and flinging Harry out of the way with 
one turn of his powerful arm, confronted the Torero. 

" Brave Toro !" (well done, the Bull) cried the old 
cook, applauding like a spectator at a bull«fight. 
" Esta bueno ! el Toro y el Torero !" (that's right ! the 
Bull and the Bullfighter). 

Furious as he was, the Torero had sense enough left 
to see that his new enemy was more than a match for 
him in actual strength, and that it behoved him to be 
wary, for the negro had drawn his own hunting-knife, 
and seemed well able to use it. For a moment the 
Black and the White faced each other in silence, with 
the rising thirst of blood gleaming from their eyes, and 
then Toro made a leap forward, and all the spectators 
held their breath as the fray began. 

At first it seemed to be all one way ; for Toro, true 
to his name, attacked at once, showering blows thick as 
hail, each of which seemed able to cleave a rock. His 
object was, apparently, either to hew down his opponent 
by sheer strength, or to force his guard and grapple ; 
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but the active Spaniard, knowing well that once within 
that terrible clutch, he would have no more chance than 
a bull in the coils of a boa, kept springing aside as the 
other pressed on, watching always for the chance of 
planting a mortal blow in return. 

And now it seemed to have come at last ; for Toro's 
foot slipped, and the Spaniard's knife came down on 
his naked shoulder, laying it open with a fearful gash. 
The giant reeled for a moment, and then sprang right 
at his enemy, with a growl of wrath that was terrible to 
hear. Both struck at once. The Bull-fighter*s hat went 
spinning yards away, and half his right ear along with 
it ; but his counter-stroke made a cruel slash across the 
uplifted arm, and Toro*s knife fell useless to the ground. 
The Torero darted upon the disabled man with a grin 
of savage triumph ; but the negro, ducking down with 
a nimbleness amazing in a man of his bulk, suddenly 
ran his head like a battering-ram full into his enemy's 
stomach, and literally tossed him nearly his own length 
away. The Spaniard's head struck the pavement with 
a dull crash, and for the moment he was (as Harry- 
remarked with a chuckle), "knocked clean out of 
time." 

Frankland had barely had time to examine his 
friend's hurts, and the Peons were just beginning to 
realise the astounding fact that their champion had 
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actually beaten the terrible Torero, Evil Eye and all — 
when a tremendous voice shouted, *' What's all this ? " 
and there stood Robert MThail, awakened by the 
uproar of the fray, and looking (to quote his nephew's 
simile) " like a bull stirred up by gadflies." 

A few words from Harry told the whole story. 
MThaiFs face flushed purple, and, striding towards the 
Torero (who had risen stiffly enough, and was wiping the 
blood from his face), he shook his huge fist at him, and 
roared, " Perro maldito ! vai se embora, — ne dexa ver 
se aqui jamas !" (Cursed dog ! be off", and never show 
yourself here again !) 

The Torero was glad enough to obey, for he was 
thoroughly cowed for the moment, as men of his stamp 
always are by a good knock down blow. But at the 
gate he turned in his saddle and shouted : 

" Look out, you litter of rascals ! you haven't seen the 
last of me yet ! The next time we meet, we shall see 
who comes off" best then ! " 

He spurred his horse as he spoke, and vanished, 
like an evil spirit, into the fast-falling shadows of 
night 



CHAPTER V. 



THE SHADOW OF DEATH. 



On the vast level of the Argentine Republic, a thick 
forest is less frequently met with than in woody Brazil ; 
but when it does occur, it is as wild and shaggy as the 
most impenetrable " mato " of the north. The Amazon 
itself can shew few more savage jungles than that which 
covers the lower course of the Rio Quinto ; and so, 
apparently, think the two men who are hacking their 
way through it on a fine winter morning in July. But 
winter in these abnormal regions is (especially in the 
depths of this sea of matted boughs, where no wind can 
penetrate) a very good imitation of an English summer ; 
and the perspiration rolls down the faces of the two 
explorers as they look up in the faint hope of catching 
a glimpse of the sky through the endless wickerwork 
above them, and then fall to slashing with renewed 
energy at the interlaced branches that have already all 
but obliterated the track over which they passed barely 
a fortnight ago. 

It is true that all around them are sights which might 
atone for much greater discomfort ; clustering masses of 
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flowers, piled yards high in every gradation of colour ; 
vast banana-leaves, broad enough to shelter two men 
abreast, drooping their great flags on the hot dreamy 
air ; coiling lianas, running between and under the huge 
green waves like a wire cable ; bristling piles of " croc- 
chien," with its ranks of miniature bayonets standing 
out on every side ; dainty little humming-birds,* poised 
on their shining wings above the huge bell-flowers, like 
living rainbows ; small yellow monkeys, scampering 
with a shrill chatter along the unending trellis overhead; 
gorgeous parroquets answering with their hoarse scream; 
spiky cactuses, slender bamboos, glossy laurels ; and 
other wonders too many to name. But a man can 
hardly be expected to be very enthusiastic about scenery 
with his eyes and mouth full of mosquitoes, his strength 
exhausted by the damp, vapour-bath heat, which (as all 
who have felt it will acknowledge) is far worse than the 
burning sun of the plains, a thorn-bush switching him 
across the face every other moment, his foot caught in 
three or four withes at once, and a huge cactus 
digging its spikes through clothes and flesh at every 
step. 

" Confound this everlasting cobweb ! " growls the 
hindmost labourer, wiping his face for the twentieth 

* The Brazilians call this charming little creature " Beijo-flor," 
(kiss-the-flower). 
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time, " I wonder what Ridge or Hobley, who used to 
grumble so over those big hedges in the Crick Md the 
Harborough Magna, would say to a Bigside run here f 
Wouldn't we puzzle the hounds just ? Why one would 
have to lay * scent * as high as a haystack, for anybody 
to see it in this cover ! " 

Here the speaker is interrupted by catching his foot 
in a liana, and going sprawling on his nose. 

" You take care, Senor Enriquez," says the other (a 
stalwart negro) turning round to pick him up ; " you 
fall among dem thorn, hab face like guava jelly, two 
month after." 

"You're about right there, Toro, my boy. I say, 
wouldn't this be a fine place to meet your friend the 
Wild Horseman.? — only he'd have to leave his horse 
outside, as we did." 

" Ah, Master ! dere worse ting dan him here ! " 

" What, again, Toro > 'Pon my word, I'm ashamed 
of you ! you that can lick any three men on the 
Pampas, to be always in a funk of something that 
nobody ever saw! What on earth are you afraid of 
now } the Torero turning up again } It seems to 
me, do you know, that if the Evil Eye hasn't taken 
it out of you for that licking you gave him three 
months ago, it's no great shakes of an eye after 
all ! " 
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"Me tink you right dere, Master," answered the 
black ruefully, evidently thinking his victory dearly 
bought by the consequent loss of credit to the Evil 
Eye ; " but no mean him at all — much worse dan 
dat We in de forest now, and " (his voice sank 
till it was hardly audible) "in de forest live de 
Jeebi!'' 

" And who on earth is A^ ? " 

"You no know Jeebi, Seftor Enriquez ? One see you 
not been much in Brazil, den ; ebbery man know him 
dere. Look see! You go in de big forest, get lost, 
wander about till ebbery way seem wrong, and de forest 
look like big black mouth swallow you up. Den, all 
once, dere stand beside you a figure (you nebber see 
where it come from), sometime man, oder time woman 
— but always wid clothes of de old Spanish fashion, and 
long black hair, and face beau'ful as Santissima Madre 
(the Holiest Mother) in big church at Buenos Ayres. 
It speak to you in sweet voice, like de song dat charmer 
draw snake wid ; and it offer shew de right way, and go 
long beside you ; but it nebber turn him back — always 
keep him face to you ; and if you try touch it, it seem 
always just one inch too far off. And so it go, and you 
go, till at last come loneliest and darkest place of all, 
where no eye see and no ear hear ; and dere it turn 
round at last, and you see dat it all hollow behind, like 
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trunk of dead tree ; and it spring on you and drink 
your blood ! " * 

Harry laughed aloud ; but his laughter sounded 
rather forced. Told in the depths of this trackless 
forest, by a man whose tremulous voice and gloomy 
look showed how thoroughly ke believed it, the g^sly 
old l^end had a weird impressiveness of its own, hard 
to shake off; and when Frankland resumed his branch- 
cutting, he did so with the spasmodic energy of a man 
breaking from the spell of a nightmare. 

But they had hardly gone twenty yards farther, when 
Toro halted suddenly, put his finger on his lip, and 
began peering cautiously through the great wall of 
mimosa that flanked the path to the left 

" Strange place in dere, Seflor Enriquez — no like it ! 
All quite dark and still like tomb ; but me tink some- 
ting 'live dere. Oh, Master ! " 

Startled at the sudden horror in his companion's 
voice, Frankland looked up, and . beheld him standing 
like a statue, with starting ^yts and outstretched hands, 
absolutely rigid with terror. His lips worked convul- 
sively, but there came from them only one word — 

" JEEBI ! " 

♦ The coincidence of this ghastly superstition with the hollow 
" Elle-woman*' of the Scandinavian £dda, need hardly be pointed 
out. 
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Harry, more scared than he would have liked to 
confess, peered through the bushes in his turn, and. 
saw a strange and fearful sight 

Within lay a kind of hollow, darkened into a ghostly 
twilight by the thick boughs of six mighty trees, whose 
huge trunks loomed dimly through the gloom, like the 
pillars of some grim old Hindoo temple. Between 
them, the dark leathery leaves of the undergrowth 
curled snakily over each other, while, every here and 
there, gaunt black branches thrust themselves out from 
the shadowy mass, like skeleton hands clutching venge- 
fuUy at the intruders. Below, dank ferns and crawling 
mosses swarmed over the clammy earth in hideous 
abundance ; and in the centre lay a deep, black, slimy 
pool. Within that gloomy circle no bird chirped, no 
monkey frolicked, no humming-bird flitted ; it seemed 
as if everything that had life instinctively shunned the 
accursed spot ; and this utter loneliness and silence in 
the heart of a region teeming with riotous life, had an 
indescribably ghastly effect. 

But it was not this that had dismayed the stout- 
hearted negro ; his terror had another cause. Against 
the trunk of the hugest tree, growing plainer every 
moment, as if shaping itself out of the darkness, stood 
a human figure. It stood perfectly still and silent ; but 
Frankland recognised in it, with a creeping horror 
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which he vainly strove to shake off, the exact counter- 
part of the spectre of Toro's legend. The old Spanish 
dress, the wonderful beauty, the black hair flowing down 
to the waist (for the figfure was that of a woman), the 
very attitude of concealing its back, and turning its face 
full upon them — all were there ! 

For some moments the two men neither spoke nor 
moved. How long the spell would have lasted, no one 
can say ; but suddenly the bushes on the other side of 
the hollow parted with a dull crackle, and through them 
appeared the broad yellow head and grinning fangs of 
a jaguar, with its fiery eyes fixed hungrily on the 
motionless figure within. 

" That ain*t a ghost, anyhow ! " shouted Harry, 
brightening up, like a true Englishman, at the prospect of 
a fight " Here goes for another skin for Uncle Bob ! " 

His rifle cracked as he spoke ; and the huge beast, 
springing out all its length into the hollow, rolled over 
on its side, writhing convulsively ; while Harry, bursting 
through the intervening thicket, rushed upon it knife in 
hand, with all the recklessness of a boy-sportsman. 

But the jaguar, like his brother the tiger, is very hard 
to kill, and never more dangerous than when appar- 
ently at the last gasp. As Harry raised his arm to 
strike, the long sinewy body writhed itself sharply 
round, and the huge jaws snapped like a steel-trap. 
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Frankland, springing back to escape, slipped, and fell 
right between the monster's outstretched paws. For a 
moment he felt the hot, fetid breath on his face, and a 
sick, dizzy helplessness came over him as he felt in vain 
for his fallen knife — and then came a sharp crack, a 
choked bubbling growl close to his ear — ^and the huge 
carcass lay stark and stiff beside him ; while Toro, for- 
getful alike of jaguar and Jeebi, bent anxiously over his 
young master, and gave a shout, or rather a bellow, of 
joy on finding him but slightly hurt 

All this while the figure under the tree had made 
neither sound nor movement; and Harry's stout English 
heart, warmed by the recent fight, and emboldened by 
the hobgoblin's utter inaction, b^an to shake off its 
momentary panic. 

" I don't believe it 's a ghost at all," said he, stoutly ; 
" I don't believe there are any nowadays. Hawkins, of 
the Lower Fifth, to be sure, used to say he 'd seen one 
once ; but then he 'd had three bottles of beer and half 
a turkey just beforehand, so he was hardly in trim to 
judge. Anyhow, here goes to have a look at it ; and if 
it is a ghost, we '11 have it stuffed, and take it home for 

a curiosity. Halloa, Toro 1 come here ! Quick ! — 

it 's a woman tied to the tree, and pretty nigh dead by 
the look of her ! " 

So nearly dead, indeed, that when her bonds were 
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cut, she fell into their arms like a wax figure. Toro, 
however, after feeling her pulse and carefully parting 
her closed eyelids, announced that she was still alive, 
and proceeded to sprinkle her face with water from the 
pool, and to pour aguardiente into her mouth. Harry 
meanwhile began to chafe her hands ; but scarcely had 
he touched them than he started back with a stifled 
cry. 

" Blest if the cords haven't cut her wrists clean open, 
poor little beggar ! " said he wrathfully, " and see, her 
feet are all blue and swollen with them ! Who on earth 
can have done such a cowardly devilry } If I could 
only catch him " 

The negro touched his arm, and pointed to a spot 
in the huge trunk, whence the bark had been cut so as to 
leave a smooth white space, on which was rudely 
painted the fatal blazon of the Aguilares — a black 
eagle. 

" What, the Indians again ? " cried Harry, clenching 
his fist " Very good ; that's another item in the bill, 
and I'll be even with them some day, never fear. 
Cowardly brutes ! Was she a prisoner, do you 
think ? " 

" Not so. Master. Argentina nebber hab such face 
and hair. Look see ! Indian make war, carry off white 
lady, marry dem — hab children by-and-bye, half like 
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fader and half like moder. Dis one of dem — ^half- 
caste ! " 

Frankland looked again, and saw that he was right 
The girl's face, beautiful as it was, had still the low fore- 
head and dark complexion of the Indian, and her long 
hair, though soft and silky, fell perfectly straight, with- 
out a trace of the wavy ripple characteristic of all 
Spanish blood. 

" She's got their own blood in her, then ; and yet 
they left her to die by inches — ^nice lot they must be ! 
I say, what a mercy that we came up when we did. 
That jaguar would have been upon her in another 
moment, and then — ugh ! I don't like to think of it ! 
Is she able to be moved yet } we can't stay here, you 
know." 

" She no can walk, master, not if wait all day. Me 
carry her." 

" No no, let me ; you've done quite enough already." 

"You tink I tiredy Seflor Enriquez .?" answered the 
giant, expanding his huge chest with a great jolly laugh. 
" Bless you, me carry you wid one hand, little lady wid 
de oder, no tire. Come 'way ! " 

He lifted the girl like a doll, and strode after Harry, 
who, thirsting for something upon which to vent his 
indignation, slashed away at the thicket as if he were 
cutting down Indians. 



The Shadow of Death. 79 

The sun is setting, and in its red glow the vast 
green surface of the prairie and the dark forest that 
borders it blaze like living fire. At the door of a little 
hut just beyond the skirts of the forest — built of 
wickerwork, plastered with mud and rudely thatched 
with palm-leaves — stand two horses ready saddled, 
while on a log beside them sits Harry Frankland, 
munching a sticky lump of coarse bread. 

" She better now, Seflor Enriquez," says Toro, 
appearing at the door, " and I get de whole story from 
her — just as I tink." 

" Have you ? Sit down, then, and let's hear all about it." 

In a few brief, forcible words, the negro told the 
dismal story. The famous chief of the Aguilares 
(Toro*s "Wild Horseman") having persuaded the 
Ranquele Indians to join him in a crusade against the 
hated whites, the confederate leaders determined to 
consecrate their undertaking, according to the arttient 
custom of the Pampean tribes, by a human sacrifice. 
Accordingly this girl (the daughter of one of the leading 
Aguilar "braves" by an Argentino captive) was set 
apart for death, both as the most renowned beauty of 
the whole tribe, and as having in her veins the blood 
of the detested Argentinos. The young chief with his 
own hands arrayed her in the richest apparel which the 
stores of the tribe could furnish (the spoils, no doubt, of 
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some unfortunate female prisoner), and then carried her 
to the gloomy hollow where she had been found — ^a 
spot considered sacred to Huacouvo, the Spirit of Evil 
and Destruction. There he and his two hereditary "men 
of magic," having solemnly devoted her to the demon 
after the customary fashion, bound her to a tree, and 
there left her, in all the brightness of her beauty and the 
splendour of her rich array, to perish by a slow and 
horrible death, and purchase with her blood the success 
of the war of extermination ! 

" He must be worse than the devil, that fellow ! " 
shouted Harry, starting up and pacing to and fro. " I 
can't think how any man could look at the poor child 
and think of hurting her, let alone killing her, the little 
beauty ! If I ever get a shot at that chap, see if I don't 
aim straight!" 

" See now, master," interrupted the black, " how we 
do. I give her my horse, glad, but she no can sit it 
You lighter dan I ; you take her on saddle before you, 
hold her tight — and den we make for home." 

" Home ? not a bit ; well go straight to San Luiz. 
It's ever so much nearer, and she can stay there and be 
taken care of for a day or two till she's fit to go on ; 
besides, if these Indian rascals have really made a league 
against us as she says, the sooner I tell my old friend the 
Governor, and warn him to get ready for 'em, the better ! " 
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'' Dat so, master. San Luiz better, sure ; and Sefior 
Governor take care of her nicely. Now, me go fetch 
piccaninny Missy." 

Half led and half carried, the rescued girl came forth; 
but the moment she caught sight of Frankland, she 
sprang towards him, seized his hand, and kissed it 
with passionate earnestness, looking wistfully up in his 
face like a dog watching for one word of kindness 
from its master. 

"There, there!" said Harry, with an Englishman's 
innate horror of anything like a " scene." " It's nothing 
to make a fuss about I'd have done the same for any- 
body. Now, up with you, and off we go." 

Toro whisked her up like a child ; Harry bound 
her firmly to himself with his scarf; the negro mounted 
in turn ; their host (a friendly half-caste) shouted a 
hoarse "Buenas noches" after them from the door, and 
away they went 

Three days later, the trio were safe in the town of 
San Luiz, and the Governor's beautiful wife was tending 
the rescued woman with true Spanish hospitality; while 
his Excellency himself, with Harry and Toro to help 
him, was working vigorously to secure the town against 
the peril which threatened it. 



CHAPTER VI. 

THE TORERO BEGINS TO KEEP HIS WORD. 

" Eh, Hairy, Hairy ! — I kent ye were aye a wild lad " 
(which poor Harry was not, and never had been), " but 
I ne'er thocht ye wad bring sorrow on my grey hairs — 
or red hairs, if ye like it better — by gangin* to look for 
the future Mistress Frankland amang haythen Indians ! " 

So speaks Mr M'Phail, as, swinging luxuriously in his 
hammock under the. cane-thatched verandah, he listens 
to his nephew's late adventures. 

" Stuff, uncle ! " cries Harry, impatiently. " I saved 
the poor thing's life, as I should hope any man would 
have done in my place ; arid I left her in charge of that 
good old Governor at San Luiz ; and there it ends." 

" There it begins, ye should say ! " retorts the Scot 
with a chuckle. " Eh, man, that's jist hoo a' the auld 
romances begin ; the hero saves the heroine frae some 
deidly peril, and then disappears for a time. There 's 
but ae word bides wi' me of a' thay chairming stories 
that that great benefauctor o' her species. Mistress Rad- 
cliffe, wrote to mak* bairns sleep weel at nicht, under 
the soothing protaction o' ghaists and robbers : * I 
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turned to thank my presairver, but he was gane.' But 
wait till the presairver comes bauck again, and we *11 
see, Hairy, man, we '11 see ! " 

" Uncle ! " exclaims Harry, indignantly. 

" Hit ane o* yere ain size, Hairy — I 'm ower wee ! 
There 's jist ae verse o* an auld sang, man, that I wad 
commend to yere attention : 

' It 's weel to be aff wi* the auld luve 
Before ye are on wi' the new ! ' " 

" And how on earth does that apply to me f " asks 
Harry, with an air of such determined unconsciousness 
that it is quite as good as a written confession. 

" Eh, Hairy, Hairy ! When I see ye lookin' sae mim 

and sae innocent, I canna but laugh " (which he does, 

with a g^eat jolly roar, loud enough to shake the whole 

house). "But ye winna deny yere ain handwritin', I 

trow. Look here!" — and he produces, with a grin 

from ear to ear, a crumpled and blotted piece of paper, 

which poor Harry recognises as the rough copy of a 

valentine which, after infinite labour and correction, he 

had despatched to a certain quarter some six months 

ago :— 

"To Minnie. 

*' I care not though the waves be dark, 
And though the winds be keen ; 
Nor wind nor wave can harm my bark 
While thou art there, my Queen ! 
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*' And what though Fortune strive to part 
Our paths o'er Life's rough sea ? 
Still, still the compass of my heart 
Shall steadfast point to thee ! " 
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Ton my word, uncle, you Ve too bad ! " cries his 
nephew, wrathfully. "To think of your keeping a 
fellow's private papers all that while, and then bringing 
them up against him this way ! Why, you 're worse 
than Crawley of the Lower Middle Division, who kept 
some of my el^iacs the whole midsummer half, till he 
could lug 'em in somewhere as his own. I wouldn't 
have thought it of you — ^blowed if I would ! And how 
do you think the Captain would like to hear you pull 
her name about like that ? " 

** Weel, weel, laddie, ye 're richt ; but, ye ken, in this 
waste, howlin' wilderness o' oors, a man maun hae a 
wee bit joke whiles, or he wad rust a' thegither. But 
although we may hae oor bit laugh at ane anither, ye 
winna be cankert wi' yer auld uncle for a' that, wuU ye, 
laddie ? " 

He extended a hand as broad and hard as a trencher, 
which his nephew shook heartily ; and the conversation 
turned. 

"There's ae thing ye hae tauld me, Hairy, that I 
dinna like — this league atween the Ranqueles and the 
Aguilares. I fear it maun be ower true, else whaur 
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could they hae gotten strength eneuch to tak* Fort 
Bevedero ? " 

" Fort Bevedero taken ! " exclaimed Harry. " When ? 
—how ? " 

" Jist a week syne ; and they hae burnt it to the vera 
grund-stane, that it may gie nae mair shelter to their 
enemies. And noo they're stretchin' oot toward San 
Luiz, and I 'm thinking they '11 be trying it neist In 
fack, it 's my opeenion that this is no a mere cattle-liftin' 
foray, but a general uprisin* o' a' the Indians at yance!" 

" Really > That 's rather awkward ! " 

" Ay, man, it *s nae feckless (silly) border-thieves we 
hae to deal wi' noo. Yon chiel they ca' the Wild Horse- 
man (deil tak* him !) is a born general and a bom 
politeecian. What d 'ye think o* his layin' a' the blame 
o' this last raid on the Red pairty, and their ill-will to 
the Whites } * and o' his stirrin* up even the Indians in 
the sattlements to rise against their maisters, and join 
wi' him } " 

" By Jove ! has he really done that } " 

"I hae't frae a sure hand, nae langer syne than 
yestreen. A* the subject Indians are lowpin' up like 
dowgs in sicht o' the game ; and men hae been seen 
amang them, stirrin' them up to desairt, and giein* them 

* The two great political parties in the Republic are distin- 
guished as " Colorados " (Reds) and " Blancos " (Whites). 
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airms and pouther ; and foremost i* the wark, wha but 
cor freend the Torero ? " 

" The Torero ! " echoed Harry. " We Ve got to look 
out, then, for he *11 shew us no mercy — especially with 
Indians to help him. Confound it ! why didn't we kill 
him when we 'd got him ? " 

" Aweel, aweel," answered the Scotchman, regretfully, 
" I hae askit that o' mysel' mony and mony a time this 
last nicht ! But it 's nae gude g^eetin' (crying) ower 
spilt parritch. The neist time we catch him, we '11 jist 
hang him properly and decently, that he shanna rise up 
ony main Noo, hairken to me, Hairy. I hae private 
word that the Paraguayan war is weel nigh dune, and 
that sogers will be sent here to help us or it 's lang ; sae, 
if we can but *jouk and let the jaw gang by' till they 
come, we'se be a' richt yet Noo, I 'm thinkin' that, as 
I'm nae Argentine, and hae aye been ceevil to the 
Indians, I stan' in nae great danger ; but if they attack 
San Luiz (as attack it they will, I 'm thinking), and ken 
that your puir lassie is there (as ken it they maun sune, 
for they ken a' thing some gate or ither), they'll jist be 
mad to get her back, and kill her ower again, lest 
Huacouvo should be angert wi' them for cheating him 
o' his sacrlfeece ; sae I think ye had better jist bring 
the lassie cannily up here or the storm burst, and lat 
her bide wi' us till a 's quiet again." 
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" Bravo, uncle ! It s you for thinking of things ! I '11 
start the first thing to-morrow morning/* 

" Richt, lad ; and tak' Toro and twa Peons wi' ye ; 
the safest side 's aye the best ! ** 

Night came on. Toro and the Peons, having received 
their orders, were busily preparing for the coming 
journey. Supper (or the meal which stands for it in 
South America) had been served, and both uncle and 
nephew were doing full justice to it, when a long shrill 
cry from without made them start and pause. 

" Somebody calling for help ! " cried Harry ; " here 
goes ! " and he vanished into the darkness like an 
arrow. 

" Bide ye. Hairy ! it may be a trick o' the Indians ! " 
roared MThail ; but Harry was gone. " Deil tak* 
the laddie, he's aye lowpin' awa' like that ! '* and 
he followed hastily ; but only in time to see Harry 
disappear through the outer gate. The cry was 
repeated, louder than before ; then came a loud shout, 
three revolver shots in quick succession, a sharp howl 
and a heavy plunge in the river ; and then all was still. 

MThail, fearing some harm to his favourite, ran like 
a man possessed in the direction of the noise, followed 
by half a dozen Peons. Ashe neared the spot, a gleam 
of moonlight shewed him Harry standing over the body 
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of a man, who seemed to be either dead or grievously 
hurt 

" Is he an Indian, Harry ? Hae ye kilt him ? " 

'' He's an Indian, sure enough ; but as for killing 
him, IVe rather saved him from being killed. Help me 
to carry him in, and TU tell you all about it" 

The wounded man was soon deposited in one of the 
spare rooms. He appeared to have lost a good deal 
of blood, which was still flowing freely from two gashes, 
one on the head, the other on the shoulder ; but 
MThail (who, like travelled Scotchmen in general, knew 
something both of medicine and surgery) pronounced 
them comparatively slight, and proceeded to wash 
and bandage them dexterously enough. While the 
sufferer w£is slowly coming to himself, Harry told his 
story. 

" I found this fellow close to the water's edge, down 
on his knees, and another chap chopping away at him 
with a big knife. So I gave a shout to let 'em know I 
was coming, and, the moment I got near enough to take 
aim, slapped three barrels into the fellow with the knife, 
as quick as I could pull trigger. He gave a yelp, and 
tipped over into the river; and I suppose he's there 
now. And good riddance, too ; for when the moon fell 
on his face, who should he be but that blackguard of a 
Torero ! " 
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"The Torero!" echoed MThail. "If it be sae, 
laddie, it's the best deed ye hae dune in a' yere days ; 
but sairly I fear yeVe wrang. It's lang ere the deil 
dee ! " 

"Well, anyhow, it would be long odds against a 
wounded man in the middle of that current ; and I hit 
him fair enough, TU take my Dick! Now, as this 
witness seems able to get into the box, I vote we hear 
him I " 

The Indian had not much to tell ; but it was startling 
enough. He had been in the service of a ranchero 
(farmer) on the Rio Primero, the northernmost of the 
five rivers that water the great plain of La Plata ; and 
had deserted in company with a number of his fellow- 
servants, at the instigation of a man whose appearance, 
as he described it, corresponded almost exactly with 
that of the Torero. Under the direction of this man 
(who had supplied them with arms and ammunition, 
and promised them great advantages if they would come 
south with him and join the hostile Indians) they set 
fire to their master's house one night, and escaped in 
the confusion, carrying with them whatever plunder 
they could seize. He himself had appropriated a short 
hunting-spear, and a valuable diamond belonging to his 
master. They had all marched together till the 
previous day, when, meeting a similar band led by two 
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mulattoes, the Torero had handed over all his own 
recruits to them, except the speaker himself, whom he 
retained on pretence of some special business. This 
aroused the Indian's suspicions, but nothing happened 
to confirm them till the Casa San Felip6 came in sight, 
when the Torero suddenly drew his knife and attempted 
to cut him down. He partially avoided the blow, but 
was nevertheless beaten to his knees, and, while trying 
to defend himself with his spear, received another 
wound on the shoulder ; after which he remembered no 
more. 

" Did ye e'er hear o* sic villany } " cried the Scot 
fiercely. " I hae a great mind to fish up the loon oot o' 
the watter, and hang him on oor wa' as a warnin' to a' 
evil-doers ! Mercy ! what's yon fallow at noo ? " 

The " fallow " was uncoiling the thick plait of hair 
which covered the back of his head, and drawing from 
it a magnificent diamond,* which he put into Frank- 
land's hand, saying simply, " I have nothing but this ; 
you saved me — it is yours ! " 

" Man, ye're a richt honest fallow, thief though ye 
be ! " cried MThail, clapping him approvingly on the 
back: "and neither man nor deil shall touch ye sae 
lang as ye're in my hoose ! " 

* These jewels are not uncommon among the Argentinos, as a 
compact and easily hidden way of carrying large sums.. 
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" And Mr Torero's done out of his plunder, that's one 
comfort ! " said Harry, chuckling ; " for of course it was 
for this that he would have murdered the poor fellow I " 

So thought Harry, and so thought the whole party ; 
but, much as they knew of the Torero, they were still 
very far from doing full justice to the ingenuity of that 
admirable man. . 



The first gray light of early morning was just begin- 
ning to appear, when two dark figures came gliding 
noiselessly as serpents through the long grass that 
fringed the little river, following a third who seemed to 
act as their guide. The latter was dressed like a white 
man ; but the two others were Indians in full war- 
equipment, with a black eagle painted on their naked 
breasts. 

At the spot where the struggle had taken place, the 
guide halted, and, pointing to the trampled and blood- 
spotted grass, and then to his own left arm (which was 
bandaged and hung in a scarf) seemed to say something 
with great vehemence, to which his comrades replied 
only by nodding their heads gravely. 

A few steps farther on, close to the water's edge, he 
picked up and held out to them a rude fillet, deeply 
stained with blood, of the kind worn round the head by 
the Indians of the settlements. 
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They nodded again. 

Then, step by step, he followed up the foot-prints left 
by Frankland and his party, till they ended at the gate 
of the court-yard ; and there he faced round, and looked 
inquiringly at his two companions. 

Neither uttered a word ; but each took up a handful 
of earth and cast it in the air, shook his knife 
menacingly at the house, and then turned and glided 
away into the long grass, the guide following with a 
hideous grin on his dark shaggy face. Barely ten 
minutes had elapsed after their disappearance, when 
voices and trampling hoofs were heard from within, the 
gate was flung open, and Harry Frankland and his 
three attendants came prancing out, with their horses* 
heads towards San Luiz. 



CHAPTER VII. 

HEMMED IN. 

"Welcome back, Seftor Enriquez," says the Governor, 
as Harry and his retainers, pressing their jaded horses 
along the dusty main street of San Luiz, struggle up to 
the gate of the Presidio (fort) ; while the few inhabitants 
who have remained to brave the threatened attack, crowd 
with looks of amazement round the men who have 
actually run the gauntlet of the swarming enemy un 
harmed. 

" I can tell you, Seftor Don Francisco/* rejoins Harry, 
wiping his hot face, " that, half an hour ago, I hardly 
expected ever to have the honour of seeing you again. 
When we came near the town, there was nothing in 
sight but a herd (as it seemed) of wild horses ; but 
Toro, who has a sharp eye of his own, soon made out 
that there was an Indian slung alongside of each by one 
hand and foot ! The moment they saw we had detected 
the trick, they whisked themselves up into the saddle 
again, and came right down upon us at full gallop; 
yelling like so many demons. I never had such a 
scurry in my life ; and I can tell you my head seemed 
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to be getting loose upon my shoulders as I felt my 
horse stagger under me, and heard their cry (for I durst 
not look round), coming closer and closer at my heels. 
But all at once (just as two or three arrows began to 
whistle about our ears), came the bang of a cannon in 
the distance ; and the rascals pulled up and gave over 
the chase, just as the tower of the Presidio came in 
sight. 

" It was our sunset gun," says Seftor Diaz, " but I 
little thought it would do such good service — ^the saints 
be praised for it. Come in, Seiior, and rest ; you have 
come just at the right time, for every man is worth gold 
to us just now. When we sent off the bulk of the towns- 
people the other day, I had to give them a guard of fifty 
soldiers, for they were hardly fit to take care of them- 
selves ; and that leaves me only a hundred. Luckily, 
the townsmen who are left can fight when they're put to 
it ; there's a young trader, Diego Alaxo, who has only 
been three months married, and has his wife here with 
him — and he, in his fear of her falling into the hands of 
the Indians, has worked among his comrades like 
a very Pizarro, and made them help us in everything, 
even to taking their turn of duty at night. And then, 
your Indian lady — La Linda,* as we have named 
her—" 

♦ The Fair. 
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" What ? has she been soldiering too ? ** asks Harry in 
amazement. 

" Has she ? " echoed Don Francisco. " Madre de 
Dios ! I only wish we had a few more soldiers of her 
pattern! There's nothing she hasn't done— carrying 
heavy flour-sacks and powder-chests, helping to barri- 
cade the streets, handing about arms and provisions, 
nursing the children and heartening up the women — by 
all the saints, she has been as great a gift to us as ever 
was Donna Maria to the army of Cortez ! She has 
even stood sentry on the tower, with hanger and musket 
complete — watching for you^ I suppose, Seftor — for 
whatever she did, she would always ask, *Will Seflor 
Enriquez be pleased } ' Ah, Sefior ! you are an 
irresistible cavalier ! " adds the old man, with a sly 
laugh. 

" Pooh, pooh ! " says Harry, colouring ; " we have no 
time for joking just now, Seflor Gobemador. I had 
meant to have taken her back with me to our house, to 
be out of harm's way ; but it's too late for that now — I 
must just stay with you and see it out We have to 
expect an immediate assault, for these rascals are in 
quite sufficient force to make one; besides, they'll 
suppose that we bring you word of some help 
coming, and make haste to finish us before it can 
arrive." 
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" Right, Seftor Enriquez — you are a soldier beyond 
your yeais ; but, with the help €i( God and the saints, we 
shall be ready for them. Our evening meal is just ready; 
will you jcMn us ? ** 



By sunrise the next morning, Harry's caution is fully 
justified. Large bodies of Indians, in all the grisly 
blazonry of their "war equipment," are visible on every 
side of the town, circling to and fro at full gallop, 
brandishing their lances or shooting flights of arrows 
into the air. Most of them are armed only with bow, 
spear, and knife ; but not a few have muskets slung 
across their shoulders^ and Spanish sabres (the trophies 
of some former victory), hanging at their sides. In the 
horrible clamour of mingled outcries with which the 
very air rings as the dusky squadrons swoop by, two 
sounds are predominant — a hoarse barking yell, and a 
long, shrill, ear-piercing scream. 

''Master/' says Toro, who is kneeling behind the 
parapet of the azotea with his rifle ready cocked, ** dat 
bark, like prairie wolf — dat Ranquele ; dat scream, like 
eagle — dat Aguilar. And, see yonder, by de[ saints! 
dere de Wild Horseman heself ! " 

Harry started, and looked eagerly in the direction 
indicated, to catch his first glimpse of the famous 
guerilla ; but at that distance, and with the sun full in 
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his eyes, he could only get a vague impression of a tall, 
graceful figure on a powerful black horse. Still, the fair 
face with its crown of platted hair, and the glitter of the 
gold collar round the neck, were not to be mistaken ; 
and the old Governor, whose eye was still as keen as it 
had been forty years before, shook his gray head omin- 
ously as he recognised them. 

" The Arch-fiend himself is upon us, Seflor Enriquez. 
We must fight it out to the last, for there is no hope of 
mercy from him r 

For a considerable part of the morning, the Indians 
continued to hover round the town, making mock 
charges every now and then, with loud shouts and 
brandished weapons — but not hazarding any real attack. 
All this while, the besieged had not fired a shot ; and 
the enemy, emboldened by this seeming inaction, began 
to come nearer, and to discharge showers of arrows and 
even bullets, some of which went pretty close to our two 
friends. 

"They want to provoke us into coming out and 
fighting them on the plain," said Don Francisco, quietly, 
" but I'm too old a Pampean for that However, they 
seem to want a lesson, and they're near enough now to get 
it. We will teach them the range of a cannon presently. 
Gomez ! " 

A grizzled veteran, with a frightfully scarred face, 
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and only one eye (though its keenness fully atoned 
for the loss of the other) stepped forward. The brass 
gun was run back, and loaded, at the old g^unner* s 
suggestion, with a bag of musket-balls, as likely to do 
more execution. Gomez looked keenly along it, signed 
to his mate to lower the muzzle slightly, waited till 
another squadron of Indians came rushing past, and let 
fly. 

The report was followed by a fearful yell ; and when 
the smoke cleared away, fourteen dark figures were seen 
lying on the smooth green turf, some motionless, others 
writhing convulsively. 

" Bravo, Gomez ! " said the Governor ; " there's a 
dollar for that shot. If we had another such gun, Seflor 
Enriquez, we should be impregnable ; but unhappily 
the other is disabled. However, if they venture an open 
attack, I think our musketry will be sufficient to repel 
them ; and the streets, as you see, are barricaded with 
waggons." 

" But suppose they try to set us on fire ? " suggested 
Harry in a whisper. 

" That's the one thing I fear, to tell the truth," replied 
Seflor Diaz in the same tone. " However, they can't 
come near enough by daylight, without being riddled 
by our fire ; and at nightfall I mean to burn a light on 
the tower here, to show us what they are about." 
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After the severe check which they had received, the 
Indians kept aloof, and contented themselves with 
yelling and firing a few shots at a safe distance. 
Towards afternoon, they seemed to be occupied in 
feasting on their stolen cattle ; and not till nearly night- 
fall was there any farther movement among them. 
But when the Governor kindled his light, it revealed a 
large body of horsemen rushing to and fro, and dis- 
charging flights of arrows, not, as before, at the Presidio, 
but right into the streets of the little town. 

" See there ! " cried Harry, " that last arrow flamed as 
it went 1 They're setting fire to the town ! " 

" Hush ! don't scare the men ! " whispered Don 
Francisco. " We had better go down, I think. Follow 
me, men I " 

But it was now too late. For now the fire-tipped 
arrows began to fall thick as hail, and the dry thatch 
of the roofs, parched by weeks of hot weather, burst at 
once into a flame, which, driven by the strong wind that 
had arisen, ran like lightning. In a few minutes the 
whole town was one red, roaring blaze, in the midst of 
which the huge grey mass of the Presidio stood up like 
a rock amid a raging sea. Under the deepening glare, 
the great plain all around lay like a lake of crimson ; 
while, spectrally seen through the whirling smoke and 
tossing flames, the grim figures of the Indian warriors, 
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in all their horrid blazonry, came rushing to the 
slaughter— their yells of triumphs mingling hideously 
with the roar of the fire. 



What happened during the next half-hour, none 
of those engaged in it could ever have told. It was less 
a battle than a universal delirium — men grappling and 
tearing amid blinding smoke, and under showers of 
scorching ashes ; bullets flying and blows falling on 
every side ; blazing timbers crashing down into the 
struggling mass ; every man striking blindly at whatever 
came near him, and some on either side killing their 
own friends without knowing what they had done. In 
their rage to burst in, the savages actually beat down 
the blazing thatch with their spears, and leaped into the 
fire as if it had been a river. There was only time to 
pour one close volley into them, and then all was one 
savage hand-to-hand melde, stabbing, cleaving, pound- 
ing, tearing with hands and teeth — all order, all 
discipline lost, and but one thought uppermost in every 
heart — ^to kill without mercy. Some were stifled by the 
smoke, some crushed by the falling timbers; many, 
locked together in a death-grapple, reeled into the fire 
and perished there ; and, what with the roar of the 
flames, the shouts and shrieks of the combatants, the 
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crash of falling houses, the swarm of grim figures 
struggling and leaping amid the fire, paint-besmeared 
and covered with ghastly devices, the whole scene was 
such as Dante's grimmest visions could hardly have 
surpassed. 

Frankland, who, through all the maddening hurly- 
burly, had never lost his head for a moment, had 
managed to get together seven or eight men behind a 
sort of barricade formed by the ruins of a house and an 
overturned waggon, whence he kept up a galling fire 
upon the Indians, with such effect as to hold them fairly 
at bay for the moment. He was beginning to hope that 
the assault might even now be checked, when suddenly 
the wall of a half-burned house that flanked his position, 
gave way with a crash, and from behind it poured nearly 
a score of Indians, with such a furious rush, that they 
bore down the little knot of marksmen with the mere 
weight of their charge. Harry, though he escaped 
unwounded as if by miracle, was dragged down by the 
fall of the man beside him ; and the next moment, 
another of his sharpshooters fell across them both, 
cloven almost to the teeth by the axe of a powerful 
warrior, in whom Frankland recognised the Wild 
Horseman himself. 

"The brute!" growled Harry; "I'll have him this 
time, anyhow ! " 
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He tugged his right arm free from the corpses that 
kept him down, and, drawing his revolver, fired point- 
blank at the Aguilar chief. But at that moment 
another Indian came between them, received the ball 
in his breast, and fell dead. Harry ground his teeth 
with rage, and fired again; but, just as he pulled trigger, 
there was a crash and a burst of fire all around — a 
stunning shock, like the blow of a heavy mallet, came 
upon his head — ^and he lost consciousness. 



"Thank God, you are still alive, Seflor Enriquez," 
said the Governor's voice close to his ear, "for there 
are few enough of us left now ! " 

" Where am I ? " asked Harry, looking dreamily 
around him. 

" In the Presidio ; it's all that is left us now. The 
town is burned to the ground, and the poor people have 
been slaughtered like sheep. This night's work has 
cost us half our number." 

" How did I escape, then i " 

" Luckily we came up just as that cursed Wild Horse- 
man was finishing off the last of your men ; and when we 
had beaten him off (though we had hard work to do it), 
we found you lying among a heap of dead men — 
knocked down, I fancy, by some rubbish falling from 
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above. La Linda was the first to espy you, and drag 
you out ; and then I gathered my men to retreat into 
the fort — for it was hopeless to think of holding the 
town any longer. But, by St J ago! I thought we 
should never get there! The moment we began to 
retire, the rascals came pouring upon us from every side, 
like so many demons, not caring how many were 
killed ; and we had to slash and pound our way through 
them, as one would cut a path through a thicket ! The 
Wild Horseman himself seemed to be everywhere at 
once — ^bursting in among us again and again, and kill- 
ing a man by my very side at last And just at the 
gate of the fort, where the great rush was made upon 
us, some of the townsfolk lost their heads, and tried to 
crowd in all in a body. Then there was a dreadful 
struggle, every man for himself ; and if old Gomez and 
his mate hadn't let off the cannon from above, and 
scared them a bit, hardly one of us would have 
escaped ! " 

" Is Toro safe ? " asked Harry eagerly. 

" Toro ? ah ! IVe just been thanking him — he ought 
to be made an officer ! Just when the fight round the 
gate was at the hottest, he and your two Peons, and 
young Alaxo the trader, and La Linda too, by the 
saints I charged back right in among them, just to 
check the rush till we could drag you in ! The poor 
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Peons were killed outright (God rest their souls !) and 
the other three all have their scratch to show. As for 
La Linda, she fought like Cortez himself ; I saw her 
give one fellow such a cuchiUada (knife-stroke) that he 
went down as if struck by lightning. But here they all 
come to speak for themselves." 

La Linda sprang into the room as he ended (followed 
by Toro and Alaxo) and, throwing herself on her knees 
beside Frankland, clasped his wrist with both hands, 
and looked joyfully up in his face. 

*' They didn't want to let me in, but I would come. 
You *re not mtich hurt, are you "i We fought for you — 
didn't we, Toro } They wanted to get hold of you and 
kill you ; but not one of them shall touch you till I *m 
dead ; " and her eyes flashed like a tiger's. " How hot 
your hand is — it bums like fire ; let me lay my forehead 
on it and cool it. Oh ! how I felt when I looked back 
at the gate and saw that they hadn't got you in yet, 
and saw the Indians come rushing on ! But it's all over 
now, and you '11 soon be well again." 

" Well again, my dear ? " said Harry, laying his hand 
caressingly on her shoulder ; " why, I 'm well already ! 
See, I 'm going to get up, and thank you, and give you 
a kiss for fighting so bravely for me, and saving my 
life. Toro, my boy, give me your hand ! Seftor Alaxo, 
if ever you want a man to stand by you, call for me ; I 
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trust your wife has not been too much frightened by all 
this. Ha ! " he added, staggering as he tried to cross 
the room, " I *m not quite steady yet, I see. Give me 
your arm, Toro." 

In an instant La Linda had sprung forward, pushed 
the negro aside, and drawn Harry's arm over her own 
shoulder. 

" No one shall touch you but me I " cried she imperi- 
ously; "7*11 take care of you now." And she supported 
him out of the room, while the three men looked at 
each other with a significant smile. 

" Pretty couple make, eh, Seflor Gobemor ? Ole 
Toro do what he could last night — Seflor Diego here 
fight well too — ^but piccaninny Missy do more dan us 
both togedder. Me tink, if teach her read, write. Chris- 
tian name take, wear Argentino clothes — ^very nice wife 
make for young Master ! " 

And Toro went off in a broad grin. 



The first thing to be done, as soon as the garrison 
could be got into some order after that terrible night's 
work, was to dislodge the Indians who had posted 
themselves in the ruined houses, which, being chiefly 
built of sun-dried brick, were only partially consumed. 
A few well-directed shots from the brass gun beat down 
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their hiding-places about their ears, and forced them to 
retreat hastily — in doing which, not a few of them were 
picked off by the well-aimed fire of the defenders. The 
spirits of the besieged began to rise ; but their joy was 
short-lived. Taking advantage of their superior num- 
bers, the assailants kept up a continued shower of bullets 
and arrows against every loophole of the fort ; while, 
with another part of their force, they kept making 
feigned attacks, now on one side, now on the other, till 
the scanty garrison was almost worn out This harass- 
ing conflict lasted the whole day ; and was succeeded at 
nightfall by a still deadlier mode of attack. 

As the sun went down, Frankland (who, though still 
rather weak, was now able to move about) was kneeling 
behind the parapet, keenly watching the movements of 
the enemy below; while, a little farther back, Linda 
stood sentry over a huge kettle, which was simmering 
on a brazier in preparation for the evening meal. Sud- 
denly she started, turned her head as if listening, and 
crept stealthily forward to the parapet. She seemed to 
listen again for a moment, and then stole back, seized 
the kettle, carried it — stooping in case of a chance shot 
from below — to the place where Harry was crouching, 
and, before he could recover from his astonishment, 
emptied the whole contents through one of the crenelles 
of the parapet. 
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Instantly there burst from below a hoarse shriek of 
agony, echoed by a terrific yell from the surrounding 
besiegers ; while Linda turned to her amazed compan- 
ion with a quiet laugh. 

"They were trying to dig through the wall, but / 
heard them ; they can't cheat me !'' 

" Bravo, Linda ! " cried Harry, rubbing his hands ; 
" you 're the best soldier of us all — 'pon my word you 
are I You Ve given it *em hot this time, and no mis- 
take! Why, it's just like that bit in Walter Scott, 
where Eveline What 's-her-name helps to defend the 
castle against the Welshmen. I must go and tell Don 
Francisco." 

But although this attempt had been so effectually 
checked, yet the mere terror of it, and of its being pos- 
sibly repeated, shook the men's nerves to such a degree 
as almost to produce a panic ; and the Governor, when 
he heard of it, at once doubled the sentries on the roof 
for the whole night — a measure which, added to all 
their other fatigues, was an almost intolerable strain 
upon so small a number. 



When the third morning came, the whole garrison 
seemed fast sinking into despair. Many of them had 
been sorely wounded in fighting their way through the 
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burning town, while several more had been struck down 
by the heavy and continued fire of the previous day ; 
and now, upon wounded and unwounded alike, the hot, 
confined atmosphere of the fort, doubly tainted by the 
smoke of the firing, and the reek from the smouldering 
ruins around, was already beginnii^ to do its fatal 
work. 

The young trader, Diego Alaxo, was untiring in his 
efforts to keep up the spirits of his fellow-townsmen ; 
while Frankland and the Governor went about among the 
soldiers with cheering words and assurances of speedy 
relief, and (which was much more to the purpose) 
double rations of aguardiente. But when the two were 
left alone on the azotea, the veteran's face waxed omin- 
ously grave and gloomy. 

^* We can^ stand this much longer, Seiior Enriquez. 
Two days more of this, and we shall have fever break- 
\\\g^ out in the fort ; and, with all these extra mouths to 
feed, our provisions are none too plentiful If there 
were any chance of cutting our way through these 
ra^al^ I >vould march out at once, and make for the 
nearest shelter, which I take to be your uncle s house at 
San FcHp^ ; but that 's hopeless with women and chil- 
dren to take core oft Ha ! who are those two fellows 
>^>^H^er ? "* 

l^^^> Indian horsonoii had just appeared far out on 
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the prairie, coming at full speed from the north ; and 
by the clamour and confusion which instantly ensued 
among the besiegers, it was plain that some special 
importance was attached to their coming. Several 
warriors rode forward to meet them, and there was a 
moment's conference ; and then the air rang with cries 
of "The Chief! the Chief!" 

Prompt at the call, the Wild Horseman came dashing 
up on his splendid black horse, and exchanged a few 
words with the new-comers. Then a shorter man, with 
a crimson sash across his bare breast (whom Don Fran- 
cisco, looking through his glass, declared to be the 
Ranquele Chief himself), was seen to ride up and 
apparently put some question to him, to which the 
Wild Horseman replied shortly and vehemently, bran- 
dishing his axe and pointing northward. Then the 
latter raised a horn that hung round his neck, and blew 
a peculiar call, which brought all his own warriors round 
him in an instant. 

He appeared to give some order, in obedience to 
which about fifty of them filed off from the main body 
and returned to their places ; while the rest, closing 
round the Chief, suddenly wheeled their horses and 
rode off at full gallop in the direction from which the 
two messengers had come ; and their furious speed soon 
carried them out of sight. 
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" Come, he 's gone, anyhow ! " cried Harry, joyfully. 
" I suppose, Seflor Gobernador, he 's got news of some 
of our people making a foray into his country, eh ? " 

" I fear not, my son ; we have no force on the line 
just now strong enough for that. More likely he has 
heard of a chance of making a raid into our territory ; 
but, however it may be, I 'm glad we Ve got rid of him. 
That Ranquele Chief who is left behind, though as 
fierce as a jaguar, is but a thick-witted fellow after all ; 
whereas the other has the cunning of his father the 
devil, and knows something of civilised warfare to boot. 
Now that he 's gone, I begin to hope again." 

But although the dash and daring of the besiegers 
seemed to have departed with the Wild Horseman, the 
misery of the besieged was not lightened one whit. The 
Indians still kept up a ceaseless fire against the loop- 
holes and battlements, and, by constant alarms at night, 
and incessant annoyance during the day, wore out the 
garrison slowly but surely. Not content with this, they 
took advantage of the darkness to drag the carcasses of 
several oxen and horses close to the fort, and leave 
them to putrefy and taint the air.* And on the after- 
noon of the fifth day, the crowning horror which the 
Governor had feared so long, came at last. 

* The same device was employed by the Indian mutineers in 
1857. 
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Three cases of fever were reported that afternoon, 
five more during the night. And now the destruction 
began in earnest. The poor women and children died 
lilje sheep ; the men struggled harder, but only to 
suffer more. Nearly all those who had been wounded 
died sooner or later ; and the whole fort became one 
great horror of haggard faces, and writhing figures, and 
groans and cries of agony, hideously answered by the 
yells and rifle-shots of the savages outside. 

But, through it all, the stout-hearted Governor 
(though what he suffered in those few days, no one but 
himself could ever have told) never once gave way. His 
beautiful wife, with Linda and Seflora Alaxo to help 
her, toiled night and day among the sick, saving more 
than one life by her care ; while Frankland and Toro, 
manfully keeping down all sign of their own utter hope- 
lessness, still tried to speak comfort to ears that had 
almost ceased to listen. 



It is wearing towards evening on the ninth day of 
the siege. Frankland, exhausted by watching all night, 
has fallen asleep behind the parapet of the azotea, while 
beside him lies a sheet of paper, dropped by his relax- 
ing hand. It is crumpled and creased as if with frequent 
reading, and not a little stained to boot; but on the 
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uppermost page one may still read, in a delicate female 
handwriting, this : 

" I mustn't say any more now, except just to tell you 
how very, very happy your last letters made me. It is 
so nice to think that you can remember little me all 
those thousands of miles away, and with so many other 
things to think of. God bless you, dear, and bring you 
safe home to your own Minnie." 

The lower half of the page is filled up by a few dash- 
ing lines in a larger and bolder hand : 

" You see Minnie has acted purser, as usual ; so 
there 's nothing left for me but to put a scrape at the 
foot of the sheet, just to send you an old sailor's good 
wishes. I *m very glad to hear you 're doing so well — 
it's just what I expected of you, my boy. Keep your 
own course like a man, and always remember the motto 
I gave you : * Fear God, and fear nothing else ! ' 

COLLINGWOOD HaRDY." 

Perhaps Harry is dreaming of the two writers, for 
there is a happy smile on his unconscious face. Linda 
has pillowed his head on her lap, and sits screening 
him from the sun with her own shadow — listening 
intently, meanwhile, for any movement from without. 
The Governor, with teeth clenched, and a face haggard 
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as a corpse, is pacing fiercely up and down ; while Toro 
watches him furtively from a corner. 

Suddenly there come3 a shrill cry from below, as if 
to attract the attention of the garrison ; and then a 
short, strongly-built man, with grizzled hair, and a 
broad, heavy, brutal face, rides forward alone, with a 
crimson sash on the end of his lance in rude imitation 
of a flag. 

"Dat de Ranquele Chief heself— de Grey Wolf," 
whispers Toro. " Cussed old rogue, ebbery inch ! " 

" What can he want ? " mutters Don Francisco. 
" Some new trick, I suppose. Don't fire, men — it 's a 
parley. You there, what do you want } " 

"I want to speak to the Governor," answers Grey 
Wolf, in broken Spanish. 
" I am he. ' Speak on." 

" There is no escape for you — if we continue to press 
you, you must yield sooner or later ; but we wish not to 
waste more time. Our warriors are tired, and call for 
fresh work to do. Will you surrender to us your fort 
and your weapons, on condition of being allowed to 
march away unharmed ? " 

" It is a fair offer," answers Don Francisco ; " but 
there are other chiefs here beside me, and they too 
must let their voice be heard, before I can answer." 
" Seflor Gobemador," whispers Harry, who, startled 
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from his sleep by the first shout, has heard the whole 
parley, "you surely cannot think of trusting that 
villain ? He 's only setting a trap for us all ! " 

"Be not too hasty in your judgments, my son," 
replies the old man in a tone of quiet reproof. " Trust 
me, I know what I am doing." 

Harry draws back, somewhat abashed. 

" What need of so much talking ? " cries the impatient 
chief from below. " How can you resist us } Know 
you not that we have offered to Huacouvo his chosen 
sacrifice, the fairest of our women, and that he has 
accepted it, and goes before us in his might ? Nothing 
can stand before us now I Yield, then, and come forth, 
or ye shall die every man of you ! " 

" My brother speaks wisely," says the Governor in a 
conciliatory tone ; " but, as I have said, there are other 
voices to be heard around our council-fire beside mine. 
Let my brother give us till sunset to consider his words; 
then we will answer." 

"So be it," replies Grey Wolf, disdainfully. "At 
sunset I will hear your answer ; " and he gallops of. 

" Seflor Gobemador/ cries Harry, eagerly, " that old 
rascal 's given me an idea ; see what you think of it ; " 
and he whispers a few words in the veteran's ear. 

Whatever those words are, they act like an electric 
shock. The old man starts back for a moment in 
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amazement, and then seizes both Frankland's hands, 
with a brighter face than he has worn for many a day. 

" My brave boy ! you are the wisest of us all ! Such 
a plan was never thought of ! We will set about it at 
once ; and may God prosper it ! " 

Harry beckons to Linda, who rises instantly ; and the 
three go down together, leaving Toro to stand sentry 
alone. 



The great plain was all ablaze with the glow of 
sunset, when Grey Wolf came back to claim the 
surrender which he fully anticipated ; but, as he 
approached the fort, he was startled by a mighty shout 
from within — such a shout as rises from men who, on 
the brink of apparently certain destruction, suddenly 
see a way of deliverance opening before them. 

" Dog of an Indian ! " shouted Frankland, springing 
upon the parapet, and shaking his clenched hand at the 
amazed Chief, "it is you who are in our power now. 
Draw off at once, and leave us in peace, or you shall die 
every man of you ! " 

" What mean you } " gasped the Chief, thunderstruck 
at this unexpected defiance. 

" I mean," said Frankland, with slow, stern emphasis, 
"that Huacouvo has rejected your offering, and given 
her over to us^ that she may march before our armies, 
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and tread you down. His wrath is hot against you, 
and ye shall perish one and all ! " 

"The grey chillness of horror that fell over the 
Indian's face, as he heard the ominous words, was 
visible even through his war-paint ; and Harry, looking 
keenly at him, saw that the blow had gone home. . 

" It is false ! " stammered Grey Wolf, through his 
chattering teeth. " She was fairly offered up after our 
manner. I myself helped to bind her — she could never 
get free ! Till I see her here in bodily presence, I will 
not believe ! " 

" See, then, and believe ! " shouted Harry ; and as he 
spoke, Linda, arrayed in the rich Spanish costume in 
which she had been found, with her long black hair 
flowing over her shoulders, and the cords that had bound 
her still hanging from her wrists, rose up, like a ghost, 
on the edge of the parapet, in full view of the whole 
besieging army. 

One glance was enough. In the darkness and uproar 
of the night-surprise, with no suspicion in their minds of 
her being still alive, they might well fail to recognise 
her ; but now, in broad day-light, with all the proofs of 
her identity before them, there was no longer room for 
the shadow of a doubt. Chiefs and warriors stood as 
if turned to stone, gazing at her with parted lips and 
eyes wide with horror; and in that dead hush there was 
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heard overhead the hoarse croak of a raven, scenting 
his prey. 

But the spell was rudely broken. Out from the gate, 
with a deafening shout of triumph, poured the soldiers 
whom the wary Governor had held in readiness ; and 
the panic-stricken savages gave way almost without a 
blow. Some of the Aguilares, hopeless as they were, 
made a gallant attempt to stem the charge ; but they 
were borne down and slain almost to a man. Grey Wolf 
himself, after fighting like a tiger, at length turned to 
fly ; but Frankland took a long shot at the retreating 
figure, and brought it down. The short fight was soon 
ended in a mere massacre ; and when night came, the 
watchers on the azotea looked in vain for any trace of an 
enemy. Of all that great host, there was nothing left 
but the dying and the dead. 

" And now, my friends ; " said Don Francisco gaily, 
to the train of spectres that crowded to meet his return, 
kissing his hands and blessing him as their deliverer, 
" those good people being gone, I think we may as well 
go too ! " 



CHAPTER VIII. 

THE MARCH OF DEATH. 

Boldly as the Governor speaks, he has seldom been 
heavier at heart. Of his soldiers only sixty are left; and 
the hundred townspeople who remain to him include 
only thirty-seven men, the rest being women or young 
children. To carry these latter, the forty horses that 
survive, enfeebled as they are, will be sufficiently tasked 
without adding an ounce to their load ; so that the men 
must not only go afoot, but also carry the entire provi- 
sions of the caravan (and possibly some water as well) 
in addition to their own arms and ammunition. In other 
words, these sixty-three helpless creatures are to be 
dragged over the prairie under a burning sun, through 
every form of hardship and privation, for six or seven 
days together (for the Casa San Felip^ can hardly be 
reached in any shorter time) exposed to an attack at 
any moment from several hundred well-armed and well- 
mounted Indians, and protected only by ninety-seven 
weary and over-burdened men, barely two-thirds of 
whom are really to be relied upon ! 

Well may Seftor Diaz's stout heart sink as he glances 
from the pale face of his beautiful wife, haggard with 
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distress and watching, to the helpless crowd whose only- 
hope is in him. But there is no time for despondency 
now. The women and children are got to horse as 
speedily as possible — the provision-bags packed and 
distributed — and then, having spiked the brass gun and 
blocked up the gateway of the fort, the forlorn band 
files out upon its long march of death. 

For now begins an ordeal hard to describe, since 
those only who have actually passed through it can form 
any idea of its full horror. In cool, breezy England, 
with every necessary of life ready to hand, people 
think of a prairie march as merely a long and rather 
hot walk, tiring enough, no doubt, but not specially 
perilous or adventurous. What it really means is, to 
fight against scorching heat without and overpowering 
lassitude within — to force your failing limbs over rough 
and broken ground, mile after mile, haunted by the 
maddening consciousness that days upon days of such 
labour must be gone through before you can hope to find 
food or safety, or that rest for which you long with an 
intensity which no words can convey — to drink and 
drink without quenching your raging thirst one whit — ^to 
be tortured by the stings of countless insects, which you 
are too weak to drive away — to feel every limb a separ- 
ate pain — to know that death in its most hideous form 
may fall upon you at any moment from an unseen and 
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ever-watchful enemy — to drop down from sheer exhaus- 
tion into a broken, unrefreshing sleep, haunted by 
images of past misery — and wake, feverish and unrested, 
to go through the same dull round of monotonous suffer- 
ing, again, and again, and again. 

But the more grinding becomes the pressure of 
this accumulated misery, the more staunchly do the 
few indomitable spirits in that doomed band bear up 
against it. Sefior Diaz stints his scanty ration to feed 
the suffering women, and has a cheery word for each in 
turn, though his own heart is heavy as lead. His wife 
gives up her horse again and again to the weaker ones 
among the foot-party, and marches with the rest for hours 
together under the merciless glare. Toro, finding a poor 
lad halting painfully along, with feet so inflamed and 
swollen as to have almost lost their shape, hoists him 
upon his own brawny shoulders, and actually carries 
him thus for a whole day, encouraging him meanwhile 
with prairie stories and constant bursts of laughter. 
Harry is everywhere — now lending his arm to a fainting 
straggler, now speaking a word of kindly encourage- 
ment to some trembling woman, now scampering off to 
gather flowers for the children, or perching one of 
them on his shoulder when its mother's weary arms can 
no longer hold it on the horse. He is already the 
chosen hero of every child in the camp ; and it is touch- 
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ing to see how the poor little faces, black with dust, and 
bleeding from the bites of countless bush-flies, brighten 
at his approach. One little girl, the orphan child of a 
soldier killed in the siege, is his special pet ; and many 
a mile does the good fellow trudge with the wan little 
face pillowed on his shoulder, and the tiny arms 
clasped round his neck — manfully keeping down mean- 
while all signs of the pain and fatigue which are rack- 
ing his very limbs asunder. 

But whether in patient endurance or in unwearied 
care of the sick and ailing, Linda is still the foremost of 
all. Her eye and hand seem to be everywhere, reliev- 
ing, as if by the mere power of their gentle and watchful 
tenderness, every variety of suffering. The fierce Ama- 
zon of San Luiz has tamed down, as if by magic, into 
a meek, silent, sad-eyed woman, with a look of quiet 
uncomplaining melancholy, which brightens only when 
a hearty " Brava Linda ! " from Harry Frankland 
rewards some special act of kindness and self-devotion. 
More than once, during the earlier days of the dreadful 
march, Harry finds his scanty provisions mysteriously 
increased, despite all his liberality; till, one afternoon 
halt, returning from his care of the children to take up 
his havresack, he finds Linda slipping into it the best 
half of her scanty ration — and this (as her hollow cheeks 
sufficiently attest) not for the first time. 
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A feeling, of which his stout English heart is very 
unnecessarily ashamed, dims Harry's eyes and chokes 
his speech for a moment ; and then, like a true English- 
man, he masks it with a burst of assumed anger. 

" Linda ! how dare you ? Don't you know that on 
the line of march, when food 's given you, you must eat 
it, and that it 's flat mutiny to refuse ? " 

The girl cowers as if under a blow, and stands with 
her head drooping, and tears glistening in her large 
fiery eyes. 

" There, there ! " says Harry, laying his hand sooth- 
ingly on her shoulder, "I didn't mean to vex you, child; 
only you must do as you 're told, you know. If you 
go on starving yourself this way, you '11 just die ; and 
that would be a pity ! " 

" Would you be sorry if I were to die, then ? " she 
asks, looking wistfully up in his face. 

" Of course I should, you silly child ! " answers 
Harry, kissing her forehead with an air of fatherly 
reproof, as if soothing a baby. "Now, be a good girl, 
and eat your victuals like a Christian, and don't let 's 
have any more nonsense." 

Linda looked fixedly at him for a moment, and then 
seized both his hands, pressed them passionately to her 
bosom, and darted away like a scared panther. Harry 
stared after her in stolid British amazement, and, shrug- 
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ging his shoulders, muttered under his breath, " Well, I 
am blowed ! " 

On the fifth day, three of the children died ; and the 
tears ran down the wasted cheeks of Seftora Diaz as 
she gave her shawl to wrap the poor little bodies, and 
saw them lowered into the grave hastily dug for them 
by the soldiers. On the following morning two 
women, who had long been failing, died likewise ; and 
the provisions were by this time so nearly exhausted, 
that (unless they should kill the horses, which would be 
almost equally fatal in another way) the same fate 
appeared to await all alike. 

But on the morning of the seventh day, Toro gives a 
joyful shout, and points to a clump of trees on the brow 
of a ridge far away in front — ^the landmark which be- 
tokens the near neighbourhood of the Casa San Felip6. 
The whole caravan echo the cry, and mend their pace 
at once ; but Harry, far outstripping the rest, reaches 
the slope, rushes up it at full speed — and starts back as 
if struck by a shot. Well he may ! There, where they 
had expected to see their harbour of refuge — there, 
where the well-built homestead, with its kind-hearted 
master and all its signs of busy and prosperous life, 
stood but a few days ago — ^there is nothing left but a 
heap of blackened and crumbling ruins ! 

" This was why that cursed Wild Horseman of theirs 
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went off in such a hurry, then," said Frankland. " Poor 
old Uncle Bob ! and all our men too ! and we not 
there to help *em — and not one left, not one ! Oh, but 
those devils shall pay for this ! " — and he stamped so 
fiercely, that the black dust flew up in a cloud. 

" There 's been gunpowder here," said the Governor, 
scanning the ruins with the keen eye of a soldier. " See 
this rift in the ground, all torn up and blackened ! 
They must have blown up the wall with a bag of 
powder — nothing else could have made that mark." 

" Den, Seflor," struck in Toro, " de Torero wid dem 
for sure. Indian no fight like dat, and nebber carry 
'nuff powder. Torero white man, soldier long ago — 
know all 'bout dat." 

"What! didn't I kill him after all.?" cried Harry. 
" Why, the beast must have more lives than a cat ! But 
he '11 need 'em all the next time I come across him." 

But here the talk was interrupted ; for the rest of the 
caravan began to come up, and it became necessary to 
decide what to do next. 

" There 's no shelter for us here, you see, my friends,'' 
said the Governor, as cheerily as he could ; " but 
courage! it's only a few miles farther to Fort San 
Juan ; and we '11 get all we want there, I '11 be bound ! " 

He spoke briskly and cheerfully, to hearten as much 
as possible the worn-out wanderers, who, overwhelmed 
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by the sight of utter desolation where they had expected 
food and shelter, and at the thought of having to 
struggle on, many more weary miles, before they could 
rest or count themselves safe, had dropped down upon 
the grass in despair. At sight of the universal distress, 
Harry manfully choked down his own bitter grief, and 
bestirred himself to comfort the sufferers. Blankets 
were spread for the women and children to lie upon, a 
scanty measure of spirit was served out all round (not 
a morsel of food being left), and Frankland, going from 
one to another, assured them, in a voice which he strove 
hard to render hopeful, that it was only a little way to 
the fort, that a little rest would do them all good, and 
they would be in time for a hearty supper yet ! 

He fetched water from the stream for the children, who 
were crying piteously with thirst ; he took two or three 
of them in his arms, and caressed them till his kindly 
face and voice soothed them into patient silence ; while 
the rough soldiers, who were busy doling out their 
scanty rations of aguardiente among the fainting crowd, 
and even stripping off their jackets to put under the 
heads of the exhausted women, watched him with an 
unwontedly softened look on their iron faces. The 
Governor seconded him gallantly ; but each saw plainly 
in his companion's face the terror which he felt to be 
written in his own — ^that Fort San Juan itself might 
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have been destroyed, and that long days of weary wan- 
dering and grinding hunger might yet await them, till all 
but the strongest among them sank and died in despair. 

An hour's rest somewhat revived the wayworn tra- 
vellers ; and the Governor (who, in company with Toro 
and Frankland, had been vainly searching the bushes 
for any fugitive who might have escaped the massacre) 
gave the word to march. But when they rose to their 
feet one figure — the wife of the young trader — remained 
lying on the grass ; while her husband, kneeling beside 
her, looked around him with a blank, bewildered stare. 

" My wife's fainted,*' said he, " and I can't revive her. 
Help me to revive her, Sefior Gobemador, for the love 
of God!" 

The Governor ran towards him ; but his practised 
eye saw at a glance that all was over ; and shaking his 
head mournfully, he laid his hand on Alaxo's shoulder 
to lead him gently away. 

" What do you mean ? " cried the poor creature, 
frantically chafing the cold hands, and sprinkling water 
on the thin, worn face that would never move again. 
" She is not dead — you know she's not ! Say that you 
know she can't be ! Yes she is ! " he burst out with a 
frightful shriek ; " dead ! — dead ! — and when one hour 
more would have saved her— only one little hour! 
Leave me here, and let me die with her ! " 
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No persuasion could make him leave the body ; and 
the Governor, knowing that every minute's delay might 
cost another life, was motioning to the soldiers to seize 
him, when the poor fellow's over-tried strength gave 
way, and he fell senseless to the ground. He was 
instantly lifted upon one of the freshest horses, while 
his wife's corpse was hastily wrapped in a blanket, and 
sunk with a heavy stone to the bottom of the river ; 
and then the train of spectres, filing slowly away from 
the dismal spot, set out on their weary march once 
more. 

And then, for miles upon miles, the same endless 
plain, the same heat and dust, the same maddening 
thirst and hunger, the same weary dragging of be- 
numbed and aching limbs on a journey that seems to 
have no end. Great tragedies are not always heroic ; 
and the coarse, commonplace sufferings of a forced 
march through the desert (as those who have been in 
Africa or Central Asia can testify) kill as surely, and 
with as grinding misery, as the most illustrious tortures 
that ever earned a page in the roll of martyrdom. 

It is close upon sunset, when, spent and fevered, and 
reeling with exhaustion, the devoted band reach the 
foot of a long, smooth, " rolling ridge," beyond which 
the Fort of San Juan, if still in existence^ must lie. 

" Now for ' first up ! ' " shouts Harry, with an En- 



128 The March of Death. 

glishman's natural impulse to "get it over" at once. 
" Won't we give 'em a cheer, Toro my boy, when we 
catch the first sight of it ! " 

But no cheer bursts from his lips as he sees the trim 
little fort, with its gay Argentino flag waving over it, 
lying unharmed just below him ; only a murmured 
" Thank God ! " too deep and heartfelt to be uttered 
aloud — echoed and re-echoed by the others as they 
struggle feverishly up the slope, only to fall from sheer 
weakness as soon as they crown it. The March of 
Death is over, and they are saved ! 

Half-an-hour later, the worn-out fugitives are safe 
within the little fortress, and being cared for with the 
simple, thorough-going hospitality which men give to 
each other in the wilderness. But foremost and loudest 
to welcome them, at the very gate, is a slim brown 
figure, at sight of which Frankland gives a start of joy- 
ful amazement. 

" Pep^ ! You Ve escaped, then, at least ! What of 
my uncle ? " 

"Carried off by the Aguilares, Seflor Enriquez," 
answers the mulatto boy, sorrowfully. 

" Not dead, then, thank God ! " cry Harry and Toro 
simultaneously. " How did it happen ? Where are all 
the rest .? " 

" Seflores," interposes the Governor, " pardon me if I 
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interrupt you, but we have no time for talking now. 
To-morrow morning I shall have the honour of asking 
your counsel on certain matters ; but now let us 
see to our company, and then take some food our- 
selves." 

But this work is a short one. Now that the struggle 
is over, the superhuman exertions of the last few days 
produce their inevitable reaction. Many of the fugitives 
fall down to sleep where they stand, and are carried away 
like corpses ; while even the iron frames of the leaders 
barely enable them to swallow a few mouthfuls of the 
plentiful meal set before them, when they too yield to 
the universal exhaustion. Barely two hours after their 
arrival, the whole train are plunged in a sleep so deep 
and dreamless, that it might well have been mistaken 
for death. 



CHAPTER IX. 

ON THE TRACK. 

By six o'clock the next morning, the indefatigable 
Governor had gathered Frankland, Toro, and the Com- 
mandant of the fort, in an upper room, in order to hold a 
council of war, and hear Pep^'s story. The story was 
short and to the purpose. The household had been 
aroused one night by the furious barking of the dogs, 
followed almost immediately by a tremendous explosion, 
and a rush of men into the court-yard. Out-numbered 
and taken by surprise, the garrison were soon over- 
powered and slaughtered to a man ; the Wild Horse- 
man himself, and a tall bearded personage dressed like 
a white man, being the most active in the massacre. 
MThail himself fought desperately, and killed three 
Indians before he was borne down. Pep6 was struck 
down and wounded, early in the fray, but managed to 
crawl away into the bushes, whence he saw the Indians 
come forth again with their plunder, and after setting 
the house on fire, part into two bands, one of which struck 
westward with the booty, while the other, commanded 
by the Wild Horseman in person, turned away to the 
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north. With this latter band went the white man above 
mentioned, in whom, as the firelight fell on his face, 
Pep6 recognised the Torero ; while in the centre of the 
other was Robert MThail, bound on a horse, and evi- 
dently badly wounded, but alive nevertheless. The 
Indians being gone, Pep^ crept out and made for the 
fort, which he reached in the last stage of exhaustion. 

" And the Indian that we saved } " asked Harry 
eagerly. " Surely Ae would say a good word for Uncle 
Bob ? " 

" I didn't see him," answered the boy ; " but I might 
easily miss him among so many. Anyhow, Seflor 
Roberto's alive." 

" And we'll have him back again yet ! " cried Harry 
clenching his fist, " if we kill every Indian on the 
Pampas ! Where have they taken him, boy ? have you 
any idea .? " 

" I heard the Chief say ' to the Eagle's Nest ; ' but I 
don't know where that is." 

" I'll tell you who will know, though !" shouted Harry. 
" Toro, my lad, go and bring up Linda ; she's 
lived among these rascals, and knows all their ins 
and outs." 

Toro darted off like an arrow. 

" Seflor Gobemador, and you, Seflor Enriquez," put 
in the Commandant, " I have one piece of good new5 
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for you. Troops are being despatched from all points 
to strengthen our line here ; and I expect two hundred 
fresh men by the end of the week, which, with the 
hundred I have here already, and the sixty you have 
brought me, will be quite enough, if it please our Lady 
and the saints, to punish these sneaking rascals as they 
deserve." 

"It is possible," said the Governor, who seemed to 
have been pondering deeply for the last minute or two, 
"that we may do something by stratagem, which will save 
us a good deal of labour. But of this hereafter ; let us 
first hear Seflor Enriquez and La Linda." 

As he spoke, Linda entered the room, followed by 
Toro. 

" Linda, my child," said Harry, " do you know where 
the Eagle's Nest is } " 

" Does the eagle know its way across the sky ? " 
answered the girl proudly. " Have I not lived in the 
Eagle's Nest as a child } and was it not from thence 
that they took me to die in the forest, when you saved 
me } It lies in the heart of the Sierra del Diablo, shut 
in by great rocks on every side ; and therefore the 
Aguilares made it their stronghold, that none should 
approach them. For to that valley there is but one 
entrance, and he who goes in there, never comes out 
again." 
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" Ah, indeed ?" said Harry, with seeming carelessness. 
•* How far is it from here ?" 

" Eight days for well mounted men." 

" Do you know the way ? " 

" Come with me at midnight, when no track can be 
seen, and all is dark as in the depths of the forest — and 
I will answer you ! " said the girl scornfully. " There is 
no trail over the Pampas that / cannot follow ! Do you 
wish me to guide you } " 

"Well,** answered Frankland, hesitatingly, " if it's not 
setting you to hunt down your own people, then — " 

She interrupted him with a fierce laugh, and a flourish 
of her knife that made him start back. 

" My people ! What care had they for me, when they 
cast me out to perish in the depths of the forest ! They 
count me dead, and I am dead to them ; you raised me 
to life, and to you my life belongs. I have a white 
heart now, and my Indian heart is gone ; I am for the 
Christians, to fight and to work, and to be true even to the 
death. They whom you call my own people arrayed me 
in gay feathers, and gave me presents, and took care of 
me, because I might some day be worth much to them ; 
but in their hearts they despised me " (she ground her 
teeth savagely, and her eyes flashed fire), "because I 
was a woman ! They shall see how a woman's arm can 
Strike ! I have seen the Christian warriors who had been 
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good to me cut down and killed, and it was their doing; 
I have seen the little children that I loved, withering 
like the dead leaves of the forest, and it was their doing; 
I have seen " (and her face grew black with fury) " I have 
seen your blood flow, and weapons aimed at your life, 
and it was their doing. And for that, I swear by sun 
and moon, and by the graves of our chiefs, and by the 
power of Huacouvo, that I will yet drink the blood of 
them all ! " 

The last words came forth in a shriek that echoed 
through the whole room, and made the three men start 
to their feet as if they had been stung. In truth, the 
head of a Gorgon could hardly have been more terrific 
than that beautiful face, distorted with rage and thirst 
of blood ; and Harry, who now began to realise what 
kind of being he had let loose upon his little circle of 
friends, looked as thoroughly shocked and startled as it 
was in his nature to be. The girl caught his look, and, 
losing all her fire in a moment, crouched penitentially 
before him, as she had done, out on the prairie, four days 
before. 

" Don't be angry with me," she pleaded ; " I want so 
much to do something for you — an)d:hing ! " 

" And so you shall ! " cried Harry encouragingly, 
taking her hand as he spoke, " and this very minute, 
too ! Go down to the sick people below, and see if 
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they want aaything, and tell them you Ve come to take 
care of them ; and Toro here shall go with you." 

He led her to the door, while Toro, who had been 
standing by it, like a great black statue, during the 
whole interview, followed with a broad grin. 

" See there, Seflor Gobemador ! " whispered the Com- 
mandant, looking after her with a smile of stem triumph. 
" God has delivered the heathen dogs into our hands, 
through this woman's means. And we shall do it 
cheap, too. She loves him as the very light of her 
eyes, and will do more for him than ten men could do, 
though we should give them a hundred onzas (gold 
pieces) each. There 's no weapon like a woman's devo- 
tion, Seflor Don Francisco ! Men stop and calculate, 
or grow cool half-way, or go off to a higher bidder ; but 
a woman in that mood " (pointing to the door) " will do 
anything upon earth, and ask nothing in return. No 
need of bribes or bounties this time, anyhow ! " 

He was still chuckling when Frankland returned, and 
the interrupted council of war began again. 

" Speak, Seflor Enriquez," said the Governor. 

" Well, if I am permitted to speak first," cried Harry, 
" I say that we ought to strike at once. We have such 
a chance now as we may never have again. Here are 
the Aguilares left all alone, with plenty of plunder to 
take off their attention, and a successful raid to make 
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them over-confident, in a place which (as you Ve just 
heard) has only one outlet, and whither we can be 
guided in eight days. Now 's our time, then, to pounce 
upon them before the Ranqueles come back, save my 
uncle, kill every mother's son of the gang. Wild Horse- 
man and all — and so the Indian league loses its head, 
and falls to pieces like a pack of cards ! " 

The two old soldiers smiled in grim admiration, but 
shook their heads nevertheless. 

"You are indeed a brave man, Seflor Enriquez," 
said the Governor gravely ; " not many who had once 
escaped out of the Indian country after such a cam- 
paign as we have just had, would care to go back 
again. But pardon me if I venture to say, that this 
affair is not quite so simple as you think it Our sixty 
men are not fit to march a league, and the Sefior Com- 
mandante's hundred cannot be spared ; for if we leave 
the fort too weakly garrisoned, the Indians may storm 
it in our absence, and thus cut off our retreat. Besides, 
the Ranqueles are not so far off but that they may 
return at any moment ; they must be got fairly out of 
the field before we can act with safety. And, more 
than all, can you advise us to make an eight days* 
march against a stronghold of which we know nothing, 
garrisoned by such men as the Wild Horseman and his 
band — ^without even reconnoitring first? No, Seflor 
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Enriquez ; your counsel is that of a brave Englishman, 
but it is not (pardon me once more) that of a soldier." 

"And what do you advise, then, Senor Gobemador?" 
asked Harry, who, though chafing, inwardly at the 
veteran's caution, could not but admit that it was just. 

" In the first place," answered Don Francisco, slowly, 
" I would advise the despatch of a messenger to Seftor 
Don Miguel Albacete, the Commandant at Espiritfi 
Santo, bidding him seize the fords of the Rio Primero,that 
no more deserters from the settlements may get through 
to reinforce our enemies. Secondly, I would suggest 
the sending of orders to the military Governor of the 
Campo-Bello district (which lies a good way south, 
Seftor Enriquez, close to the Ranquele border) to march 
at once into their territory and ravage it without mercy, 
so as to draw them off from us for the defence of their 
own homes." 

" Well bethought, Senor Don Francisco ! " cried the 
Commandant " If you will have the goodness to write 
the letters, they shall be sent off forthwith." 

" This is all very fine," broke in Harry, impatiently ; 
" but are we to do nothing to help my poor uncle, and 
pay off those cursed Aguilares } " 

"Patience, Seftor Enriquez — I am coming to them 
presently. Look here!" — and, taking up a pen that 
lay beside him, he wrote as follows : 
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it 



" Fort of San Juan, Au^, isl. 

Dear Friend and Brother, — Our troops are in 
readiness to attack the Ranqueles on one side, as soon 
as you shall fall upon them (according to our agree- 
ment) on the other. Your answer may be sent by the 
bearer of this, who is to be trusted. Along with our 
letter we send a few gold pieces, as an earnest of the 
reward to be received by you when you shall have 
made good your promises. Above all, see that the 
chiefs do not escape, or all our labour is lost And so 
may the saints have you in their holy keeping. 



" {Signed) FRANCISCO DiAZ, 

" Governor of San Luiz. 

" To the Chief of the Aguilares, called by us the 
Wild Horseman." 

'* What on earth does all that mean } " asked Harry, 
staring bewilderedly from the mysterious writing to the 
immovable face of the writer. 

" Don't you see my drift, Seftor Enriquez > " rejoined 
the Governor with a pleasant smile. " I despatch this 
to-day by a swift messenger. He happens to keep a 
little too far to the south, and falls in with some of the 
Ranqueles. They chase him. He flings away his arms 
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and havresack, to ride lighter. They pick up the havre- 
sack, find the gold and the letter in it, carry it back to 
their tribe (among whom there are plenty of captives to 
translate the letter for them). The tribe hear it read, 
think themselves betrayed by the Aguilares, and march 
home in disgust. The news getting abroad, any other 
tribes who may have been thinking of joining the league 
will change their minds at once ; and, should the Wild 
Horseman escape us and take refuge among them, they 
will either kill him as a traitor or deliver him up at 
once. How does the scheme please you ? " 

" Upon my honour, Seftor Gobernador," cried Harry, 
admiringly, "you beat the Indians at their own wea- 
pons ! " 

" You flatter me, Seftor Enriquez," returned the Gov- 
nor, bowing ; " he who lives in a fencing-school, you 
know, must needs see how swords are handled. I pass 
to the last point of this poor plan of mine. The Ran- 
queles once gone clear away to the south, and the 
Indios mansos shut out on the north, the Wild Horse- 
man will be left alone ; and then (having previously 
sent scouts to reconnoitre his position) we will march 
against him as soon as our reinforcements arrive, and 
cut him off at one blow." 

Harry started up, and clapped his hands rejoicingly ; 
but the next moment his face fell again. 



140 On the Track. 



" You speak of scouts, Seflor Gobemador — ^but where 
are we to get them ? No one will easily volunteer on 
such a forlorn-hope ; and even if any one would, whom 
can we send who would not be found out and killed 
before he was halfway ? " 

" Be easy on that score, Sefior Enriquez," put in the 
Commandant, turning away his face to hide the cunning 
smile that played over his hard features ; " I think I can 
find you such a scout as we require. And now, with 
your permission, I will leave you and the Seflor 
Gobemador to prepare your dispatches, and go and see 
if anything is doing towards breakfast." 



Half an hour later, as Harry stood alone on the flat 
roof of the fort, looking wistfully eastward in the faint 
hope of seeing the lance-heads of the Argentine troops 
come glittering along the sky, he heard a light step 
behind him, and, turning hastily, saw La Linda. 

" You want some one to go and spy out the Eagle's 
Nest, and bring you word again — is it not so } " asked 
she timidly. " Let me go I" 

" And who told you that I wanted anything of the 
sort?" asked Harry frowning. 

"The Seflor Comandante. He told me that no 
White could go without being found out, and if I 
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wanted to show what I could do to thank you, now was 
the time 1 " 

" Confound him for a cold-hearted brute ! " growled 
Harry under his breath ; " he's actually traded on the 
poor child's gratitude to me, to drive her into this forlorn- 
hope, and save the carcass of one of his precious soldiers ! 
By Jove, IVe a good mind to go and knock his head off!" 

" Are you angiy with me ? " asked the girl piteously ; 
" he told me you would be so pleased ! " 

" Pleased ! " echoed Harry, glancing round him like 
a bulldog looking for some one to bite. " I'm pleased 
with you^ my brave girl, for I know well enough you'd do 
anything for us ; there's not a man living that could have 
stood through that march and that siege more pluckily 
than you did." (He drew her towards him as he spoke, 
and kissed her cheek.) " It's not_;'^« I'm angry with — 
it's that cursed meddlesome fool of a Commandant, 
telling you what he oughtn't to have said a word about. 
However, in any case, I won't let you go. We 
Christians don't send women on hard and dangerous 
work — ^we take all that on ourselves, and try to save 
them as much trouble as possible." 

" Do you } " said Linda, with a look of amazement 
" Why, among our people, the hardest work is always 
given to the women ; and the warriors say thafs all 
they're fit for." 
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" Shows what a set of beasts they must be ! " remarked 
the straight-forward Harry. " But, one way or the other, 
you shan't go. I could never show my face again, if I 
let a woman go where I wouldn't go myself" 

The girl stamped her foot fiercely, and her ^y^s 
flashed fire. 

" Will you let me do nothing for you, then ? " cried 
she, snatching herself from his encircling arms, and 
looking indignantly at him. "Am I always to be kept 
back and not trusted, just because I'm a woman } Am 
I fit for nothing but to be taken care of, and nursed, 
and petted, and made a burden to everybody, instead 
of helping to work and to fight ? Do you think I fear 
death } See here ! " 

She sprang upon the parapet, and was just flinging 
herself over, when Harry clutched her and drew her 
back ; but so great was the impetus of her leap, that he 
fell forward against the stone coping, and cut his 
forehead rather severely. 

" Do you call that discipline } " cried he indignantly, 
as he stood over the cowering girl, holding her by the 
arm lest she should repeat the attempt. "Don't you 
know that to attempt suicide in a military post is quite 
as bad as desertion ? Til tell you what — ^if you try to 
kill yourself any more. Til never speak to you again ! " 

Harry was too much flurried to notice the slight 
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inconsistency of his last argument ; but the mere threat 
was quite enough. Linda rose meekly, and laid her 
clasped hands on his wrist as if entreating forgiveness, 
hanging her head like a scolded child. 

" I won't try to kill myself again," said she sub- 
missively ; "only let me go." 

" I'd let you go willingly, my dear," answered Harry, 
beginning to waver before her perseverance ; " but how 
could you possibly do it ? " 

" How } " cried she joyfully, catching at this first sign 
of yielding. " Easily enough ! I plait my hair like a 
warrior's — I cover myself with a skin robe — I paint my 
face so that no one can know it — I take Pep6, your 
mulatto boy, with me, dressed so too, and with the 
Black Eagle painted on both our robes — and then who- 
ever meets us will take us for two brothers of the tribe, 
coming back from hunting, and let us pass as if it were 
Huacouvo himself Give us horses and equipments, and 
we will start this very night ! " 

Harry rubbed his chin perplexedly. His natural 
reluctance to set a woman upon a task too hard for 
himself, still remained ; but the more he thought over 
the scheme, the better it pleased him; and in any case he 
was fain to admit that he could think of nothing better. 

" So be it," said he at last ; '* if you like to go, you 
shall." 
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Linda clapped her hands joyfully, and, springing 
forward, threw her arms round his neck and covered 
him with kisses, to his no small discomfiture. 

At sight of the poor girl's simple childlike rejoicing 
at being allowed to plunge into hideous peril, and 
possible death, for his sake, a pang shot through Harry's 
stout heart. He pressed his lips to the smooth olive 
cheek more tenderly than he perhaps intended, and 
looked, with more than pity in his eyes, at the glow of 
passionate unreasoning devotion that lit up the dark, 
beautiful face. 

At that moment, as she clung to him, Minnie Hardy's 
letter, from its resting-place in the inner pocket of his 
tunic, gave forth a. warning crackle, which seemed to 
startle him like the rattle of a snake. He disengaged 
himself hastily from the twining arms, and said, in a 
voice which trembled in spite of himself : 

" If you mean to start to-night, we must begin to get 
ready at once. Go and tell the Seflor Comandante 
that you and Pep^ are going, and ask him to give 
you everything you want. I'll be down to you by- 
and-by." 

Linda smiled joyfully, and tripped away as if she 
were going to a festival. As he watched the light 
figure flitting down the stair, Frankland's heart smote 
him again* 
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" Poor child ! " muttered he, remorsefully, " Fm afraid 
IVe broken more than I can mend, there ! " 
So he had, indeed. 



That night five messengers left the fort — the Gover- 
nor's three couriers (including the bearer of the false 
letter) heading north and south, while Linda and Pep6 
struck westward across the great plain, toward the Sierra 
del Diablo. At least sixteen days must elapse before any 
of them could return ; but both Harry and the two 
officers found so much to do in tending their sick, 
getting the San Luiz soldiers on their feet again, and 
putting everything in readiness for the impending 
expedition, that the suspense, which would otherwise 
have been unbearable, passed over them lightly 
enough. 

Towards sunset on the sixth evening, Harry was at his 

usual post of observation on the azotea, when a low cloud 

of dust began to rise along the eastern sky. By degrees 

it extended itself, and a keen glitter ran through it every 

here and there. Then the figures of men and horses 

began to define themselves through the cloud, and gay 

uniforms, and bright lance-points, rank beyond rank, 

till more than two hundred horsemen stood out in the 

slanting light, coming swiftly on toward the fort 

K 
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The Argentine troops had come at last, then ! 
Hurrah ! 

Half an hour later, Major Valdez, the leader of 
the detachment, was exchanging salutations with his 
two brother-officers; and two hundred and fifty troopers, 
lance in hand and carabine on shoulder, were filing into 
the barrack-yard. As he eyed the sinewy frames and 
firm, seasoned faces, Harry's face brightened as it had 
not done for many a long day. 

" Good stuff there," muttered he, approvingly. " Let's 
see, now. Two hundred and fifty — the Commandant 
can spare us sixty, that's three hundred and ten ; twenty 
of our own fellows will be in marching order in another 
day or two — three hundred and thirty ; then there are 
enough Gauchos and Peons about the neighbourhood to 
make us up to four hundred. Bravo ! Why, with four 
hundred men, and us four for officers, and old Toro for 
sergeant, we'll be a match for any gang of rascals 
between the La Plata and the Andes ! " 

With this view the three officers fully agreed in their 
council next morning ; and it was decided to march as 
soon as the spies returned. But now that all was settled, 
and nothing left to do but to wait, Harry's impetuous 
spirit found the delay utterly intolerable. Day after 
day, he prowled like a wild beast up and down the azotea, 
or galloped frantically about the surrounding country in 
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the faint hope of seeing his two messengers coming 
scouring over the plain to meet him. Then he would 
turn homeward disappointed, and seek in vain for 
some encouragement from his apathetic companions, 
who spent the whole of the time not occupied by their 
military duties, in lying smoking in the shade; till driven 
to distraction by their coolness, he would rush furiously 
out again. 

On the fourteenth morning, he awoke from a feverish, 
unrefreshing sleep to see the Governor standing beside 
him. 

" Good news, Seftor Enriquez," said the old man 
kindly, " which mus^t be my excuse for disturbing you. 
A mulatto hunter has just come in, who met the 
Ranqueles going south in a body, several days ago ; and 
he thinks that by this time there is not one of them left 
north of Lake Bevedero. So my letter must have had 
a good effect." 

" Can't we march at once, then.?" cried Harry, starting 
up. 

"Patience yet a little while, Seftor," answered the 
veteran, smiling, " I know it is hard for you to wait, but 
one false step now would ruin all. Our scouts should be 
here in two days more, and then be assured that I will not 
be the man to delay you." 

" Two whole days more ! " said Frankland ruefully. 
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However, even those two leaden, intolerable, endless 
days (the longest that Harry had ever spent) came to an 
end at last ; and as darkness set in on the second evening, 
he was roused from a doze on the azotea by a trampling 
of hoofs below, and rushed downstairs just as Linda and 
Pep6 struggled up to the gate, their horses falling under 
them as they dismounted. 

" My glorious girl ! *' cried Harry, catching her in his 
arms. " Have you really been through it all ? Pepe, my 
boy, I'll make your fortune for this, if I live through 
this job. Did you see my uncle, Linda } Is the Wild 
Horseman with them } Can we attack them where they 
are .? " 

" I have not seen your uncle, but he must be alive ; 
for if he were meant to die, the chief would have killed 
him at first. The chief is with them ; I saw him, and 
the whole band, from a place where no one could see 
me ; from — " 

" Seftor Enriquez," interposed the Governor, from 
behind, " if you will take charge of the young lady, I 
will see this boy fed and cared for; he seems to need 
it." 

He marched off with Pep^, while Harry led Linda in, 
heaped together a mass of incongruous viands which ten 
men could not have despatched, insisted on feeding her 
like a baby, with his own hands, — started up everj" now 
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and then to hunt for some new and impossible dish, and 
broke off continually to clap her on the shoulder, and 
declare, at the top of his voice, that she was "the 
pluckiest of the whole lot." 

The extraordinary meal was just drawing to a close, 
when the three ofRcers entered, and bowing courteously 
to the heroine of the night, b^ged her to tell her story. 
She did so at once, describing the whole route, and the 
position of the Indian encampment, with such marvel- 
lous clearness, that the three exchanged looks of 
wondering satisfaction. 

" And now, Seftores," she concluded, " may I give you 
one counsel ? " 

The officers bowed. 

"Then I counsel you to disguise all the Peons and 
Gauchos, and as many of the soldiers as you can, as 
Indians; and those whom you don't disguise, put in the 
middle of the band, like prisoners; and drive some 
cattle with you, both for provisions, and to look as if you 
had taken some spoil ; and so, if any one sees us, we shall 
pass for a war-party returning from a foray. I will lead 
you round to the back of their stronghold by the new 
way of which I told you ; and your knives shall be in 
their throats before they can see you ! " 

" By all the saints ! " cried Don Francisco, with honest 
admiration, " you are the best officer of us all ! Seftor 
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Enriquez, take this chain from my neck and put it 
round your lady's ; she deserves all the honour we can 
give her, and more." 

Harry obeyed. The girl kissed his hand with a quiet, 
simple joy that made even the Commandant's tough 
heart quiver remorsefully, and went silently out of the 
room. 

" And now, Seftor," cried the Governor, " one night's 
rest to freshen our men, a few hours to-morrow for our 
last preparations, and then away as soon as you like." 



CHAPTER X. 



A LIVING GRAVE. 



In the heart of the Sierra del Diablo there is a singular 
hollow, shaped exactly like an enormous bottle, the 
body being formed by a sloping plateau about half a 
mile in length, shut in on every side by tremendous 
precipices, whence a long narrow passage, running 
between black walls of frowning rock, tapers out to 
represent the neck. The only way of entering the valley 
is by this passage ; and even it, being in many places 
half choked with debris from above, and in others knee- 
deep in water, is anything but an easy approach. 
Thanks to the numerous streams which trickle from the 
surrounding rocks, the plateau itself is covered with 
rich grass, and well supplied with water ; but, notwith- 
standing this, the silence and utter loneliness of the 
whole place, the grim precipices that wall it in, the 
difficulty of access, and the impossibility of escape save 
by that one precarious passage, which may be choked 
at any moment by a landslip from above, seem to cut 
it off from all fellowship with the living world. It is 
visited only by stray hunters, and by few even of them 
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— ^so great is the terror inspired by the horrible legends 
that have gathered round the spot, in consequence of 
the events which we are about to relate. 

And, certainly, it would be hard to find a fitter place 
for superstitious terrors to fasten upon. Even at mid- 
day, the gloomy shadow of the huge cliffs gives the 
whole valley a cheerless and ghostly look ; but at dead 
of night, with not a sound to break the dismal silence 
save the distant roar of the waterfalls, or the hoarse 
scream of some passing vulture — and with the cold 
moon staring down into the black, tomb-like gorge, and 
distorting the surrounding crags into every kind of 
weird and goblin shape — it is a place which few men, 
however stout-hearted, would willingly approach. 

But, desolate as it is now, it has been fully peopled 
in its time ; and on the morning of which we are 
speaking, a painter would love to copy the scene which 
it presents. The green plateau is dappled with horses 
and cattle in considerable number, grazing luxuriously 
on the rich g^ass, or stooping to drink at the little 
stream which flows through the centre of the valley like 
a boundary line, finding its way out at length by the 
deep gorge beyond. At the upper end of the valley, 
close underneath the great black wall of rock that towers 
up perpendicularly several hundred feet, stand a row of 
huts, built in the simple Indian fashion of plaited twigs 
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thatched with dried palm-leaves, and looking, altogether, 
very like enormous hampers left behind by a monster 
picnic. Just in front of them rises slowly into the hot 
dreamy air the thin blue smoke of a wood fire, around 
which several women (marked with the coarse, stunted 
look which exposure and severe labour give to all 
Indian women from North to South) are engaged in 
cooking, while others are pounding Indian com to make 
one of those ingeniously intoxicating drinks which are 
the red man's greatest advance towards civilisation. 

Lightly and scantily clad as they all are, one may see 
at a glance that there is not one of them who does not 
bear marks of long and cruel ill-usage ; for, indeed, the 
South American Indian, like his brother of the North, 
is almost as expert in beating or kicking his wife as if 
he were an Englishman ; and there is a sad significance 
in the timid watchfulness of the looks which they cast 
from time to time at the group of men who, sprawling 
full length on the ground, or swinging lazily in ham- 
mocks slung to the surrounding trees, are in the full 
enjoyment of that swinish indolence which is the chief 
pleasure of the " noble savage," when not professionally 
engaged in robbing or murdering some one. 

The men are all huge and powerful fellows, with the 
low forehead, narrow, cunning eye, and straight, coarse 
black hair of the genuine Pampean Indian, and bearing 
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the fatal " Black Eagle " on their naked breasts. There 
seem to be only about twenty of them in the encamp- 
ment altogether, from which one may g^ess that the 
bulk of the warriors are absent on a foray, leaving this 
handful to guard the camp and take care of the booty. 

And booty enough there is, undoubtedly, to show 
that the last raid must have been a very successful one. 
Peep into the huts, and you will see Spanish guns and 
sabres, gold-laced uniforms, embroidered sashes, 
scattered on every side; and, sadder still, costly 
bracelets, jewelled earrings, gold crucifixes — once the 
property of the poor creatures who now sit crouched in 
the darkest corner of the hut, with hands folded and 
eyes cast down in helpless misery ; while the Indian 
women, watching them with sleepless vigilance, fling a 
coarse taunt at them ever and anon — delighted, like all 
embruted natures, at the chance of making others suffer 
as they themselves have suffered before. All the male 
prisoners have been butchered long ago, according to 
custom ; * but the women and children are valuable as 
slaves, and spared accordingly. 

We said that all the male prisoners have been 
butchered ; but there would seem to be one exception, 
and here he comes, dragging his huge gaunt frame 

* Instances have been known, however, of men who had fought 
well being spared, and even adopted by the tribe. 
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wearily through the door of one of the huts, as if 
weakened by wounds or sickness. He is evidently a 
man of some mark, for even the lazy giants in the ham- 
mocks turn their heads to look curiously at him ; while 
the little copper-coloured children (naked and dirt- 
besmeared like true savages) who crowd round the huts, 
mocking and shaking their fingers at the captives with 
childish malevolence, shrink back for an instant in 
sudden terror. But only for an instant ; for the next 
moment a little bright-eyed imp who has evidently 
made friends with the new-comer long ago, runs up and ' 
lays its tiny brown hand fearlessly on his enormous 
knee, and looks boldly up in his face. The wan face of 
the giant brightens into a pleasant smile as he hoists the 
little bronze figure into his lap, and begins to croon a 
song; while the other children execute an uncouth 
dance in time to the music, and a momentary gleam of 
kindliness beautifies the brutalised faces of the mothers 
as they look on. 

Surely we have seen that stalwart figure and huge 
red head somewhere before } It is our old friend 
Robert MThail, now a prisoner in the hands of the 
Aguilares, and slowly recovering from wounds which 
few other men could have survived. Hitherto he has 
been spared by the express command of the Chief, 
whose return (which is daily expected) will decide finally 
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whether he is to be tortured to death forthwith, or 
reserved for ransom: All this he knows perfectly well ; 
indeed, he may hear it alluded to by his captors almost 
every hour of the day ; but the clear eye never blenches, 
and the firm lip never trembles. Up or down, in 
triumph or in trouble, there is no more white feather 
about " Red Robert " than about his namesake Rob 
Roy himself 

Hope of rescue there is none, and he knows it. No 
attempt has been made to fortify the place, its splendid 
natural defences being thought quite sufficient ; but any 
enemy who approaches must come stumbling up the 
narrow, rubbish-blocked bed of the torrent, over slippery 
rocks and through deep pools, exposed to the full fire 
of marksmen who seldom miss their aim — for the 
Aguilares, thanks to their former familiar intercourse 
with the white men, understand the use of firearms quite 
as well as the Argentinos themselves. His best hope is, 
that the Chief, having spared his life once, may decide 
on sparing it again; otherwise, in the hands of men to 
whom the sight of a fellow-man dying under tortures 
undreamed of in Europe, is a pleasant and wholesome 
recreation, his chance is a poor one indeed. 



The day is wearing towards afternoon, when sud- 
denly a deep hoarse sound, something between a bray 
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and a bellow, comes rolling up from the mouth of the 
gorge. It is the signal-horn which announces the 
Chiefs arrival, and the whole camp is on the alert in a 
moment. The dozing warriors spring to their feet, or 
tumble out of their hammocks, and range themselves 
in a compact body, under the direction of a scarred 
and grizzled veteran, who seems to be their leader for 
the time being. The children scamper tumultuously 
down the slope to catch the first glimpse of the proces- 
sion ; the women forsake their work, and crowd to the 
front ; even a few of the captives creep out of the huts, 
and stare vacantly around them. 

And now comes a clatter of hoofs up the black, silent 
ravine — for these reckless riders will force their way 
over ground which no civilised horseman would look at 
— and it sounds nearer, and quicker, and louder, till at 
length the dark figures of the foremost warriors are 
seen emerging from the deep gloom of the gorge. Then 
the rocks echo with the ear-piercing Aguilar war-cry 
(or rather shriek, for it mimics exactly the scream of 
the eagle, from which they take their name) swelled and 
prolonged by the voice of every soul in the encamp- 
ment, as the procession defiles up the slope. 

They are certainly a most picturesque sight, these 
huge brown figures on their powerful horses, flaunting 
in all their barbaric bravery of paint and feathers, to 
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which not a few of them have added the scarfs and 
sashes taken from their Argentine enemies. Many 
carry their long spears with the points straight upward, 
and on every one of these points there is a bloody head, 
the half-open eyes of which look around with a blank, 
ghastly stare. In the midst of the band, conspicuous 
above all, appear the fair complexion, and towering 
stature, and sleek tiger-like beauty of the Wild Horse- 
man; while beside him rides one at sight of whom 
Robert MThaills eye lightens savagely for a moment. 
It is a man arrayed in a fantastic medley of Spanish 
and Indian costume, with a face almost hidden in a 
forest of coarse black hair, through which glitter the 
small, cunning eyes of the traitor Torero. 

" It 's a' ower wi' me noo," mutters the stout-hearted 
Scotchman, setting his teeth as he marks the gleam of 
cruel exultation which passes over his enemy's face as 
their eyes meet " There 's nae mercy to be expeckit 
frae yon deevil, and 1 11 ask nane ; I can dee like a 
man, onyhoo ! " 

And now begins a scene of riot and uproar such as 
no words can describe. Ah ox is slaughtered on the 
spot, and huge lumps of the raw flesh are set before the 
Chief and his principal warriors, who fall upon them 
like wild beasts, while others lap up the warm blood 
from wooden bowls, and others still, plunging their 
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hands into the smoking carcass, besmear their faces 
with hot grease and blood, yelling like madmen all the 
time. Some of the " braves " snatch the bloody heads 
from their spear-points, and, swinging them by the hair, 
dance frantically round and round, making the air ring 
with their cries. Calabashes of chica * are called for, 
the women who bring them being struck and hurled 
about without scruple by the infuriated ruffians ; and as 
the drink begins to work, wilder and wilder grows the 
uproar, rising at last into a frantic hurly-biirly of yells, 
contortions, drunken boastings and brutal jests, savage 
blows, blood-besmeared hands and faces, hideous dances 
and bestial debauchery, too horrible for description. 

But at length the loathsome orgie ceases from sheer 
exhaustion ; and as the moon comes silently up over 
the black precipices overhead, staring down into that pit 
of the furies, sleep falls on each and all, except the 
sentinels at the entrance ; for, even amid the madness 
of that infernal revel, the Wild Horseman is too good a 
general to neglect the safety of his camp. 



But the sun rose upon a widely different scene. The 
whole camp was on its feet again (for the American 
Indian's power of throwing off, with a single effort, the 

* A strong drink made from Indian com. 
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effects of either illness or debauch, is without parallel) ; 
but this time there was a grim silence over all, and a 
look of stern solemnity on every face, which sufficiently 
showed that some weighty business must be in hand. 
The warriors sat ranged in a circle, with their weapons 
laid across their knees, while the women and children 
clustered like bees outside. In the centre of the ring, 
under a large tree, a rude couch of skins had been 
placed, surrounded by spears set upright in the ground, 
upon which the heads of the slain Argentinos were once 
more displayed ; and on this couch sat the Wild Horse- 
man himself — ^his bright young face and noble bearing 
contrasting strangely with the foul and bloodthirsty 
rabble who surrounded him. And all around and over- 
head, the eternal rocks looked silently down upon them 
— the same to which the Encuorados had fled for shelter 
in their sorest need, and which now stood as mute 
spectators of their vengeance — the same yesterday, to- 
day, and for ever. 

The young Chief took up a clay pipe which lay 
beside him, filled and lighted it, and took a few puffs in 
perfect silence ; after which he handed it to one of the 
elders of the tribe, who sat cross-legged on reed mats 
to right and left of him, three on one side and three on 
the other. This latter, after a whiff or two, handed it 
to the next, and so it went the round of the whole ^ik^ 



A Living Grave. i6i 

and came back to the Chief, not a word being spoken 
meanwhile by any one. 

Then the Wild Horseman raised his head, and cried 
in a voice that rang through the silent glen like the 
blast of a trumpet, " Bring forth the prisoner ! " 

The crowd parted for a moment, and Robert MThail, 
walking slowly and heavily, but undaunted as ever, was 
led into the ring by two braves. It might have been 
remarked, however, that when he came face to face with 
the young Chief, whom he now saw plainly for the first 
time (for in the darkness and confusion of the night 
attack, there had been little time to take note of faces), he 
started slightly, and looked at him with the kind of look 
which a man might give on recognising, in the portrait of 
an utter stranger, a striking likeness to some old friend. 

"Are you," asked the Chief in his own language, 
looking very attentively at his prisoner in turn, " are 
you he whom they call * Roberto el Roxo } * " (Robert 
the Red-haired). 

"I am," answered MThail in the same tongue, 
which, thanks to his long connection with the Indians, 
he spoke fluently. 

" You have been a great warrior,'then, and are worthy 
to sit in the presence of the Aguilares ; moreover, our 
people have sat in your house formerly, and you are yet 
weak from your wounds. Sit down." 
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One of the six veterans spread a mat on the 
ground, just in front of the Wild Horseman's seat. 
The prisoner bowed, and seated himself, glancing 
round the circle as he did so with a look so perfectly- 
fearless and composed, that the fierce spearmen around 
him, quick to discern the only virtue which they could 
appreciate, nodded their heads in stem approval 

" You understand our tongue well, do you not ? " 
asked the Chief. 

« Yes." 

" Listen well, then, to what is about to be said. Let 
our friend the Torero speak." 

Prompt at the word, out stepped the traitor from his 
place, bowed clumsily to the Chief, and, fixing his 
small rat-like eyes wickedly on the unquailing prisoner, 
spoke with the fluency of one repeating a lesson which 
he knows by heart. 

"One night last July, I was passing near the Casa San 
Felip6 with an Indian whom I had brought with me 
from the north, meaning to use him as a scout — ^when 
this man, with his nephew and several of his servants, 
fell upon us, killed the Indian, and wounded me. I 
escaped by swimming the river, and I fancy they flung 
the Indian's body in there too, for I heard a splash as I 
ran away. Why they attacked us I don't know, unless 
this man had a grudge against me because I and one of 
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his servants quarrelled a while since — at which time he 
drove me out of his house, and forbade me to come 
back. They can't have had any quarrel with the 
Indian, for he had never been in that part of the 
country before. And this is every word of it true " 
(crossing himself), " so help me all the holy saints ! " 

The faces all round the circle began to harden into a 
dark pitiless look, before which any man might well 
quail. To these savages, accustomed both to practise 
and to suffer every form of treachery, the unprovoked 
murder of an Indian by a man hitherto considered 
friendly was quite in the natural course of things; 
and the inevitable sequence was the putting to death of 
the criminal (as they had luckily caught him) with 
every refinement of torture. 

" Who are your witnesses } " asked the Chief, when 
the Torero had ended, and seated himself. 

"Two of your own people, who went back to the 
place with me." 

" Let them speak ! " 

Two of the warriors in the circle rose, and described 
clearly enough their meeting with the Torero wounded 
and alone — their accompanying him to the scene of the 
attack — their finding evident marks of a fierce struggle, 
together with the bloody head-fillet of an Indian, and 
the footmarks of several men (two of whom were whites) 
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leading from the house to the water's edge, and then 
back again. 

The dark, stem look on the encircling faces grew 
darker and sterner ; but the Chiefs face was utterly- 
impassible. 

" You hear," said he to the prisoner in a cold measured 
voice, that had a deadlier meaning in it than the noisiest 
anger. " What have you to say } " 

" What have I to say > *' shouted MThail, giving full 
vent to his pent-up rage ; "just this — tliat if you take 
my life at the bidding of a lying villain like that, you 
give me such justice as I could expect from your hands. 
Many an Indian have I killed in fair fight, but no one 
ever called me * murderer ' before ; and but that I 'm 
weak, and a prisoner, and unarmed, you dare not do it 
now ! But you Ve brave enough against one helpless 
man — that 's your way ! Kill me gin ye will ; " he went 
on, breaking down into his own broad native dialect, as he 
always did in moments of excitement ; " torture me as 
ye list ; but ye shall see, ye cowardly loons, that a God- 
fearing Scotchman, wi' the bluid o' Bruce and Wallace 
in his veins, can dee as bravely as ony thievin', reivin', 
bloodthirsty deevil o' ye a* ! " 

The savages eyed each other in amazement, con- 
founded almost as much by the unintelligible outburst 
with which MThail concluded, as by the reckless 
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defiance in their own tongue which preceded it But, 
stranger still, the Wild Horseman himself, at the mo- 
ment when the prisoner ran off into Scotch, gave a start, 
and put his hand to his forehead with the air of one 
trying to recall some long-forgotten scene or event So 
marked was this gesture, that MThail himself, in the 
height of his anger, was struck by it, and stopped short 
in astonishment 

" Christian," * said the Chief at length, in the same 
hard, measured tone, "you revile our justice, but you 
have not yet told us your own story. How can we 
decide till we have heard both ? Speak freely ; the ears 
of the Aguilares are open." 

Thus urged, M'Phail (who saw that he would only 
injure his own cause by allowing himself to be enraged) 
told, as coolly and clearly as he could, the story of 
Frankland s rescue of the Indian from the Torero. As 
he went on, all the self-command of the audience could 
not wholly conceal their amazement and perplexity ; 
but across the Wild Horseman's statue-like features 
flitted a sudden gleam of enlightenment, such as might 
light up the face of a student who, having laboured long 
and vainly at a difficult problem, finds the solution 
burst upon him in one flash. 

♦ The word " Ouignecae " (Christian) is a common term among 
the Pampean Indians for any White. 
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" Who are your witnesses ? " asked he, as before. 

" Witnesses ! " echoed the Scot, with a bitter laugh. 
" My nephew is far out of reach, and you Ve killed all 
the Peons, and (I suppose) the Indian too. What wit- 
nesses would you have } " 

"True," answered the Chief in the same tone. "But," 
added he, with peculiar emphasis, " I have still one sure 
means of knowing the truth ! " 

He looked keenly at the two disputants as he spoke, 
and it did not escape him that MThail's face brightened 
at once, while the Torero began, for the first time, to 
look anxious and uneasy. 

" Is Bami come back yet ? " asked the Wild Horse- 
man. 

" Two nights ago, as the moon rose," answered one 
of the elder warriors, " he entered our camp. He was 
sorely wearied, and has lain in his hut ever since." 

" Let him be called ! " 

A dead silence fell over the circle as the messenger 
strode away. The Chief's face was perfectly calm ; but 
every line of it seemed to have hardened suddenly, 
like congealed metal. 

In a few moments the messenger returned, followed 
by a lean, haggard-looking Indian, with the scar of a 
newly-healed wound across his forehead, and another on 
his bare shoulder. He came slowly and doubtfully into 
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the ring ; but no sooner did he catch sight of MThail, 
than he rushed toward him, and, seizing his hand, 
kissed it again and again. 

" The kind Christian is alive still ! " cried he ; and 
the Chief will not kill him, when he hears how he saved 
me. I told the Chief so, then — ^but he had no time to 
hear me ! " 

"I did hear you," answered the Wild Horseman, 
emphatically ; " but from what did he save you, 
then ? " 

Turning to answer the speaker, Bami caught sight of 
the Torero, who had started to his feet, with a face pale 
as death, and so horribly distorted by the worst agonies 
of fear, and rage, and hatred, that even the grim visages 
around looked human beside it. 

"Keep him off! " cried the Indian, "he'll kill me yet, 
if he can ! here's the mark of his knife on my forehead 
yet ! " and he drew his own knife as if to defend 
himself. 

"It's false!" stammered the Torero, through his 
chattering teeth ; " it's a lie, I swear it is ! Warriors of 
the Aguilares ! will you take the word of a runaway 
slave against your own friend and ally ? " 

" How can we decide till we have heard all } " returned 
the Chief, with ominous calmness. " Let Bami speak ; 
^ ur ears are open." 
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The Indian told his story, which cosresponded so 
exactly with that told by MThail, that a low murmur 
of wrathful amazement ran through the whole assembly. 
With every word, the Scot's attitude became more erect, 
his challenging glance more keen and haughty ; while, 
on the other hand, the detected traitor seemed actually 
to shrink and wither under the fierce glances cast at 
him, till he cowered helplessly, with his arms on his 
knees, and his head bowed, as if the very semblance of 
humanity were melting away from him. 

When Bami had finished, there was a moment of 
dreadful siltace. Then the Wild Horseman rose slowly 
to his feet, and, drawing up his towering stature to its 
fullest height, swept the cowering wretch with a glance 
that seemed to blast him where he sat. 

"Liar!" shouted he, with the full strength of his terrible 
voice, " do you dare to make us the instruments of your 
malice, and stain our ancient name with your cowardly 
villanies ? You know that it is our boast to take 
vengeance on all who touch even one of our race ; and 
have you presumed to turn our vengeance, by foul 
treachery, upon a chief and a warrior, who has met us 
bravely in war, and let us sit as guests by his fire in 
peace } Do you know what it is to play with the claw 
of the Eagle } Bear him away ! Men die by the hands 
of men ; but for the poisonous snake that crawls and 
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stings there is a living grave^ which shall leave not one 
atom of his flesh to pollute the earth ! " 

He raised his hand. In an instant the Torero was 
gagged, stripped, stnd bound; and four powerful 
warriors raised him in their arms, while the others 
crowded round in a body. 

" Seftor Roberto," said the Chief in Spanish, with an 
almost royal dignity of manner, very strange in one so 
young, " I ask your pardon, and I thank you. Set you 
free I cannot, for if any of our people fall into the hands 
of the Ai^entinos, you will be a valuable hostage to us ; 
but so long as you remain here, you shall be treated as 
if you were my brother ; and I promise you full 
vengeance on the villain who has deceived us all. 
Come with me, and see how traitors and murderers 
die ! " 

There was a depth of stern, passionless cruelty in the 
last words, at which, even Robert MThail, (though little 
dreaming what he was about to see) felt his stout 
heart quiver unwontedly ; and it was with a very slow 
and reluctant step that he followed the grisly proces- 
sion. 

They crossed the little stream, passed the green 
meadow and a smaller stream that bordered it, and 
halted at length where, in the gloomiest comer of the 
hollow, there stood, amid a dark clump of trees, and 
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under the shadow of a huge projecting rock, an 
enormous ant-hill, six feet high by at least a hundred 
in circumference,* and alive from top to bottom with 
creeping swarms of the terrible " soldier-ants " of South 
America, the fiercest and most voracious of all tropical 
reptiles. t MThail had barely time to utter a stifled cry 
of horror as the hideous truth flashed upon him, when 
the foremost warriors tore open the side of the living 
mound with their spears, and the four executioners, 
dragging forward the helpless traitor, thrust him in. Then 
a great wave seemed to surge up over him from within, 
and he was gone 1 . . . . 



The next morning, only a white grinning skull, 
smooth and polished as if prepared by a surgeon, stared 
blankly out of the great ant-hill ; and even the iron- 
nerved Scot turned away his eyes in horror, when the two 
warriors appointed to guard him led him past the fatal 
spot, and bade him look and see how the Chief of the 
Aguilares had punished a liar and a traitor. 

* In Guiana, there are many ant-hills larger even than this. 
+ I have more than once been bitten by these ants right through 
my sandals ; the clutch of their jaws upon the canvas being so 
powerful that, when I dragged away the body, the head remained 
behind. — D. K. 



CHAPTER XI. 

" ONE STEP BETWEEN US AND DEATH." 

It is afternoon on a glorious day in the end of August, 
and the sky is bright and clear as a mirror;. but here, 
among the great mountains, a chill, leaden shadow is 
already beginning to creep from bush to bush, and from 
rock to rock, making the gloomy gorges look doubly 
gloomy and doubly desolate. Far aloft, the vast 
terraces of castellated rock still stand bathed in daz- 
zling sunshine ; but all below is wrapped in a ghostly 
dimness that seems like the deepening shadow of the 
grave. 

So, apparently (judging by their slow pace and 
serious looks) think this long train of wayfarers who 
are filing through one of the dreariest passes in the 
Sierra del Diablo, with the watchful air of men in the 
presence of an enemy. By their colour and dress, a 
good number of them should be Indians ; but surely 
Indians would hardly keep such close military order, or 
ride so amicably shoulder to shoulder with Argentino 
soldiers ; and still less would one expect to find at their 
head these stately figures in uniform, who keep glancing 
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around them as if on the watch for some object which, 
has not yet shown itself. 

** We ought to be near it by this time," says the eldest 
of the group in front ; " and there is still light enough 
for our work, praise be to God ! All has gone well thus 
far, Seftor Comandante ; let us trust that it will be so 
even to the end ! " 

"Well indeed, Seflor Gobemador," answers the 
Commandant ; " not a day of bad weather, and not an 
enemy all the way ! Little did I ever expect to get 
over such a march with the loss of only six men in four 
hundred ! " 

" Linda ! " cries an impatient voice at the Governor's 
elbow, " isn't that place in sight yet ? " 

The girl slowly raises her finger, and points up the 
valley to a spot where the dreary blackness of the great 
wall of rock seems flecked with a deeper and darker 
shadow. This is all that can be seen at first ; but as 
they approach, the narrow, gloomy, tunnel-like entrance 
begins to define itself plainly and more plainly, while 
the four leaders, brave as they are, feel their hearts 
tighten unwontedly at the sight of it. There it lies — 
the spot to reach which they have struggled over so 
many weary miles — the entrance " whence no one who 
goes in can ever come out again ; " and beyond it are 
their deadliest enemies, in unknown numbers and with 
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a strong position, ready to slay and to be slain. There is 
no drawing back now ; one side or the other must die 
to the last man. 

" Senores," says the Governor, reverently taking off 
his cap, " we are on the ground at last, and it is time 
to divide our forces for the assault ; wherefore before 
we part company, let every man commend his soul to 
God." 

He crosses himself as he speaks, and mutters a short 
prayer, like a pious old Hidalgo as he is — the rest of 
the troop unanimously following his example. Then 
they dismount, and begin to hobble their horses. 

" Seftor Gobemador," says Frankland, " Linda tells 
me that .the path leading round to the enemy's reaf 
is a difficult one, fit only for men who can climb. I 
would suggest, therefore, that we tell off the Peons and 
Gauchos for that work, keeping the soldiers for the 
attack in front." 

"You speak wisely, Seftor Enriquez — they are the 
men for the work ; and as you also are skilled in it, 
you cannot do better than take the command of them 
yourself." 

" With pleasure, Seftor ; ifll be a reminiscence of the 
' Pao d' Assucar ' (Sugar-loaf) won't it ? " says Harry, 
laughing with the reckless gaiety of the true English 
boy, to whom a Polar voyage, or the ascent of the 
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Matterhom, or a charge into the smoke of a battery, are 
all alike " no end of a lark." 

The men are speedily told off, seventy in all, with 
Frankland and Toro to head them, and Linda and Pep6 
to act as guides. While they are tightening their belts 
and looking to the thongs of their sandals (for, in such 
work as they are now bound on, the slipping of a buckle 
may cost a life) Harry turns to the Governor again. 

" As near as I can guess from what they tell me, 
Seftor, Linda and Pep6 must have taken about an hour 
to get round ; but for such a party as mine, we must 
allow at least twice as much. In two hours' time, then, 
begin the assault from this side ; and never fear but we 
shall back you stoutly." 

" I never doubted thaty Seflor Enriquez," answers the 
old man, bowing courteously. " Farewell, my brave lad ; 
God be with you ! " 

They shake hands as men who may not meet again ; 
and Frankland and his party, filing after their guides up 
a bypath between two overhanging cliffs, go gallantly 
upon their desperate errand. 



But can this be the right way } Ten minutes, and 
more, have we been stumbling among broken stones, or 
hacking our way through interlaced briars; and still 
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there is no sign of any break in the great rampart of 
black rock that walls in the enemy's stronghold. So far 
from approaching it, indeed, we must be actually get- 
ting farther off; for whereas the Eagle's Nest lies on the 
right, our path is gradually winding away to the left. 
So muses Harry, turning an anxious eye toward his 
chief guide, who goes forward unswervingly, with a stem 
purpose in her face which makes every line of it rigid as 
if carved in granite. 

At length the path begins to curve so decidedly to 
the left, that Harry's patience fails altogether, and he is 
just breaking out in a sharp remonstrance, when Linda 
halts, and points with an air of triumph to the face of 
the cliff above them. 

Harry follows the pointing finger with a stare of 

bewilderment 

" What do you mean ? " he asks perplexedly. " I see 
nothing there at all — except, indeed, a little crack no 
bigger than a loophole, about forty feet up." 

" That crack is our road," answers the girl, with a 
triumphant smile. "When Pep6 and I got this far, 
looking for any possible way of getting at them from 
behind, and were just giving it up in despair, all at once 
I saw a bird fly out of that cranny yonder. That set 
me thinking ; for it was not a bird that generally builds 
in the rocks. Presently another bird, of a different sort. 
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came out of the same cleft ; and then I thought, ' two 
kinds of birds would not be in one nest ; there must be 
a hollow here.* So I climbed up and looked, and found 
it all just as I told you. Come on ! " 

Without waiting for an answer, she clambers lightly- 
up the huge black precipice, followed by Pep^ ; and 
both vanish into the "loophole," which, seen from 
below, looks hardly wide enough to admit a child. 

" Now, my lads," cries Harry to his men, " weVe got 
an ugly job before us, and, once in, there's no turning 
back ; so, if there's a man among you who is not ready 
to risk his life, he'd better stay where he is." 

But the only reply is a shout of " Vamos, Capitan ! " 
(let us go. Captain) from every man there. Many of 
them have in former days scrambled up the spurs of 
the Andes, carrying their rifles and ammunition, and 
heavy packs of smuggled goods to boot; and it will 
need a worse danger than this to make them hang back. 

" That's right ! " says Harry. " Come along then ! " 

And up he goes, and up they go after him. But, on 
entering the cleft, he is startled at finding himself in 
utter darkness — and not less so, a minute later, at 
suddenly bumping his head against what seems to be 
the roof of a tunnel in the rock, with such force as 
almost to knock him down. 
" Take care, Seftor Enriquez," says Pep^'s voice just 
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in front of him ; " it gets lower as it goes on, and you 11 
have to take to your hands and knees presently." 

Harry feels himself pushed on from behind as his 
men crowd in, and gropes blindly forward, bruising 
himself against sharp ledges, tripping over projecting 
points, and haunted, in spite of himself, by all manner 
of ghastly fancies. Suppose the roof should fall in, and 
bury us alive? Suppose we should find the outlet 
choked up, and be unable to escape? Suppose this 
tunnel should be infested with poisonous snakes, like 
other rock-channels of the kind ? Suppose the Indians 
should be in ambush on the other side of it, and kill us 
one by one as we come out ? Suppose (more horrible 
than all, and yet only too possible) the ground should 
give way under our feet, and let us down to die by 
inches in some sunless cavern in the heart of the moun- 
tain, cut off for ever from the living earth ? All these 
spectres, and many more, flit through Frankland's mind 
as he creeps onward through the darkness; till at 
length, when he finds himself driven to crawl along like 
a serpent, without a ray of light to guide him — ^feeling 
only that he is going up, up, up, he knows not where — 
all his English dc^gedness cannot keep him from feel- 
ing very low indeed. 

Suddenly a gleam of light makes his dazzled eyes 
smart and water ; and it broadens and brightens at 
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every step, till at length he comes suddenly out upon 
a broad platform of rock, with a sight before him at 
which he starts back in amazement 

On either side, the great black cliffs go sheer up like 
a wall, so close together that one might pitch a stone 
from one on to the other ; and the bright sky appears 
only as a little ribbon of burning light, far away over- 
head. But between them, far as the eye can reach, 
gapes a hideous chasm, or rather gash, going down, 
down, down, into a depth of utter darkness which no 
eye can pierce, out of which rises hoarsely the hollow 

■ 

roar of unseen waters, which the light of day has never 
reached and the eye of man never looked on. 

Seeing nothing beyond him but the grisly gulf and 
the tremendous precipices that wall it in, Harry looks 
in amazement to the calm face of La Linda, who 
answers his look by pointing to the right-hand cliff. 
But not without much keen scrutiny does he at length 
make out that the gradual crumbling away of the softer 
portions of the rock has left a jagged, broken, barely 
visible ledge (in many places hardly wide enough for 
one man to stand upon), hanging in mid-air over the 
tremendous depth below. 

" That *s our path," says the girl. " Come, Pep^ ; " — 
and she steps out on to the fearful path without a 
moment's hesitation, the boy following. 
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" H'm ! " says Harry, shrugging his shoulders ; " I 
didn't quite bargain for this. If I had, perhaps I 
shouldn't have been so game to try it ; but now that we 
are here, we must have it, whether or no!^* 

With this characteristic remark (a fit epitaph for the 
grave of many an English hero) the brave lad steps 
firmly after his guides, followed in single file by the 
whole band. They, too, have been somewhat taken 
aback by the first sight of the terrific passage that 
awaits them ; but to the majority of them such ledge- 
paths are no novelty, and the first surprise over, they 
buckle to their work staunchly enough. 

And so, one behind the other — sliding their feet 
along, a few inches at a time — clinging to briar-roots 
and inch-points of rock — ^warily guarding every fold of 
their clothes, lest it should catch a projecting point and 
overbalance them — each with his eyes fixed steadily on 
his front-rank man's shoulders, and never daring to 
look down — ^the devoted band work forward on their 
awful journey. Every face is locked and rigid, like that 
of a man bearing up bravely under an overwhelming 
burden ; and in truth, clutched as they are from the 
living world by those tremendous solitudes, with the 
jaws of death gaping for them, and the sense of a hide- 
ous and ever-present danger crushing them down, they 
have indeed a sore burden to bear. But the prevalent 
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feeling in every man's mind is a sense of dreadful 
isolation. Seventy-one comrades are with him, all good 
men and true ; yet, if his foot but slip, or his brain reel, 
he is as surely lost as if he were here alone. Down he 
must sink from among them, like a stone into the 
depths of the sea ; and they will stand by and see him 
perish, utterly powerless to help him. 

At last — after how many hours, or days, of this night- 
mare march, no one there could have told — the path 
begins to widen, and to descend suddenly and quickly. 
Linda's eye brightens, and she moves forward with a 
swifter and surer step. Already Harry is beginning to 
rejoice at the thought of the end being so near — when 
the girl halts suddenly, and through her set teeth comes 
a hoarse whisper : 

" The path is gone!" 

It is but too true. An earth-slide, the fall of a crag 
from above, a torrent of rain loosening the rock-layers 
— ^who cares which it was.? — ^have swept away good 
fifteen feet of the path ; and on the opposite side of an 
impassable gulf, the farther ledge shows its broad, firm 
surface as if in mockery. Harry looks aghast ; and as 
if to increase the horror of the situation, the evening 
breeze brings to them at that moment a low, dull 
rumble, now louder and now fainter — the sound of 
distant firing. 
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" There *s the Governor at work already, and we not 
there to help him ! " shouts Harry, gnashing his teeth ; 
" and he 11 think we Ve played him false, or got fright- 
ened ! If we could only cross that cursed place some- 
how ! Linda, darling, for God's sake think of some way 
to help us ! " 

The girl turns her dark eyes from his face to the gap 
in front, and answers slowly : 

" If we could throw a rope across (I see Toro has his 
lasso), might we not swing ourselves over upon it ? " 

" The very thing ! " cries Harry joyfully ; but his face 
falls again as he adds, with another glance across the 
chasm, " But there's nothing for the rope to catch on — 
it would only slip back again." 

" Master," interrupts Pep^, " if you could hoist me up 
five or six feet, there *s a crack there that I could get 
my fingers into; and then I might squeeze my bare 
feet against the rock, and wriggle across somehow with 
the rope round my waist." 

" So you might ! " cries Harry, suddenly recalling his 
own similar feat on the Sugar-loaf. " Good boy ! that's 
a doubloon in your pocket when we get through this. 
Pass your lasso along, Toro ! " 

Toro passes it, gingerly enough ; and Frankland, with 
a cautious hand, reeves it round the boy's waist. It is a 
ticklish matter to hoist him up, for on this knife-edge of 



1 82 " One Step between us and Deaths 

rock even his light frame is an awkward thing to 
handle ; but Toro's brawny arm is an efficient helper, 
and in another moment the lad's fingers are firmly- 
clenched in the crack. 

" All right, Master— let go ! " 

Brave as he is, Frankland involuntarily shuts his eyes 
as the boy edges himself out into the empty air above 
that fearful gulf ; and it seems an age before a shout 
from the men, and a hoarse " Gracias a Dios ! " (thank 
God) in Toro's deep voice, make him open them again, 
to see Pep^ standing safe on the other side, making fast 
the rope to a projecting crag. 

Frankland, with hands that tremble in spite of him- 
self, makes it fast on his own side ; and, one by one, 
the daring men swing themselves across that terrible 
bridge, clenching their teeth as the firing below grows 
louder and plainer. All are over but one ; and now he 
too is on the rope — he is half-way across — his nearest 
comrade is already stooping to give him a hand — ^when, 
all in one moment, his hold gives way, and he vanishes 
as if the earth had swallowed him. One stifled cry, and 
then the muffled sound of a body dashed from rock to 
rock, far down the black unfathomable depth. A mut- 
tered " Dios de piedad ! " (God of pity) from two or 
three of his comrades is the lost man's only epitaph ; 
for the roar of battle swells up again from below, 
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and, with set teeth and bent brows, the fated band 
move on. 

And now they turn a sharp comer — and now Linda 
halts suddenly — ^and now, with a low growl of revenge- 
ful joy, the foremost of the band look down from 
between two projecting crags into the last stronghold of 
the men whom they have sought so long. 

In the deepening shadow, the valley lies below them 
like a great black pit ; and over the whole plateau there 
is no sign of life. But, far down, close to the mouth of 
the gorge, dark figures can be seen flitting to and fro in 
the gloom, and the flashes of rifles break through it fast 
and fierce, while the black rocks bellow with successive 
discharges. Now or never! A Gaucho uncoils his 
lasso, makes fast one end to a pointed rock, lets fall the 
other down into the valley, and the communication is 
complete. 

And then, just before plunging into the death-grapple 
below, Frankland opens the locket round his neck, and, 
in the last gleam of daylight, takes one more look of 
the sweet face and golden hair, which, through all his 
adventures and all his sufferings, he has never forgotten. 
At that moment a dull groan, as of one in mortal agony, 
strikes into his very ear ; and, turning hastily, he sees 
Linda standing behind him. She gives him one look — 
a look which no one who saw it could ever forget — and 
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then shoots down the cord like an arrow into the valley 
below. 

" After her ! " roars Harry, following. " Down with 
the Indian dogs ! " 

And the whole band, shouting like madmen, shoot 
doMOi in quick succession into the heart of the enemy's 
stronghold. 



CHAPTER XII. 

BROUGHT TO BAY. 

, Frankland came just in time. The Governor's 
detachment, having to force its way up the slippery, 
rubbish-blocked bed of the torrent, with little or no 
shelter from the deadly fire in front, had already been 
terribly cut up ; and all among the black, broken rocks, 
men were rolling and writhing, while others lay motion- 
less, face downward, in dark pools of water. Out of 
the pitchy darkness came at times the flash and crack 
of the fatal rifles, answered by the scattered fire of the 
Argentinos as they crouched behind rock or bush, and 
fired, and reloaded, and struggled on again. But the 
Indians, fearing no attack in the rear, had concentrated 
their whole force upon the entrance of the gorge ; and 
the fire grew so hot that^the Governor at length ordered 
his men to halt, take to whatever cover they could find, 
and keep up a skirmishing fire upon the enemy, till the 
promised attack from the other side should come to 
their relief. 

But the arrival of Frankland and his party turned the 
tide once for all. At the shout which proclaimed their 
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coming, the Indians looked around in amazement ; but 
before they could stir a foot, Linda (still the foremost of 
all) snatched a brand from the fire in front of the huts, 
and thrust it into the nearest thatch. Wickerwork and 
leaves, already dry as tinder with the long heat, caught 
fire in a moment, and instantly the whole row of huts 
were one red, roaring blaze, throwing into strong relief 
the huge black cliffs overhead, and the dark figures of 
the Aguilares, as they came charging up the slope to 
meet this new danger. 

"Aim low — fire ! " shouted Harry. 

The volley was succeeded by a frightful yell ; for, at 
that short range, and in the full glare of the fire, every 
shot told. But still the desperate men rushed on ; while, 
at the same moment, the Argentinos, who had sprung 
forward again the moment they heard the cheer of their 
comrades from above, burst shouting into the open valley, 
sweeping before them the few warriors who still remained 
to dispute the passage. 

And now the battle began in earnest Outnumbered 
and surrounded, the Indians fought as men fight who 
have no hope of mercy. Both sides had cast away their 
lances, and it was now a sheer hewing and smashing 
with knives, and hatchets, and clubbed muskets, such as 
no words can describe. No order, no discipline ; only 
a blind welter of indiscriminate butchery, blood flowing 
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like water, and death coming no one knew whence or 
how. Men grappled together and rolled on the ground, 
tearing each other's throats with their teeth ; several of 
the wounded on either side, falling in the thick of the 
press, were trampled to death on the spot ; one or two 
rolled into the water, locked in each other's grasp, and 
died without relaxing their hold. Some of the women 
rushed into the flames and perished there ; others threw 
themselves upon the weapons of the enemy, and were 
cut down where they stood. 

And as their numbers thinned, the rage of the 
fighters seemed to wax only the more deadly. Alaxo, 
the young trader, reckless of life in his thirst for venge- 
ance, fell cloven to the teeth by the Wild Horseman's 
tomahawk ; and over him died two of the bravest 
Aguilares, cut down by Frankland and Don Francisco. 
The grey-haired Cacique had his skull beaten in by 
Tore's clubbed rifle, and died at his leader's feet. The 
next moment the Commandant, stabbed in the thigh by 
a fallen Indian, rolled writhing beside him ; and Don 
Francisco, with his forehead laid open by a knife, 
staggered back blinded with blood. The Wild Horse- 
man himself, the mark of every weapon, and bleeding 
from countless wounds, still fought fiercely on, flinging 
himself into the thick of the fray as if he bore a 
charmed life, and bearing down all before him ; while 
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his men, though falling like leaves, closed sternly around 
him still. 

In the very beginning of the battle Linda's 
quick eye had espied MThail bound to a tree with 
thongs of raw hide (doubtless to prevent his taking part 
against his captors) and she had cut him loose at once. 
At first the giant's benumbed limbs refused to obey 
him, and he lay helpless on the ground ; but as the 
power of motion returned, his northern blood warmed 
at the din and hurly-burly of the fight going on before 
his eyes, till at leng^ he started up, completely restored, 
and snatching the musket of a fallen soldier, came rush- 
ing up to the spot where the rush and roar of the battle 
had now gathered itself round the few surviving 
Aguilares, who, with their backs to the cliff, still faced 
the swarming assailants as stubbornly as ever. Con- 
spicuous among them was the Wild Horseman, smeared 
with blood from head to foot, and with his gay dress 
rent to tatters, but still striking right and left with the 
strength of a giant, and never once in vain. 

Frankland, who had never lost sight of the hated face, 
singled out his enemy, and flew at his throat like a 
bulldog, hoping to end the fight at one blow; but a 
powerful warrior threw himself before his Chief, and 
made a desperate lunge with his knife full at Harry's 
breast In an instant Linda had flung herself between 
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them, and received the knife up to the very handle in 
her bosom. Frankland gnashed his teeth, and bore 
down the Indian by the sheer fury of his rush ; then, 
setting his knee upon the writhing body, he drove his 
sword through it three times, right down into the earth. 
At that moment MThail came bursting through the 
press, and with one blow of his clubbed musket felled 
the Chief's last warrior dead on the spot. The Wild 
Horseman's tomahawk glittered over his head, but, 
before it could descend, the butt of Toro's rifle fell 
like a sledge-hammer on the Indian's forehead ; and the 
last of the Aguilares dropped backward into the water, 
without a cry. 



" Uncle I " cried Frankland imploringly, supporting 
Linda's head on his arm, and vainly trying to staunch 
the blood that poured in torrents from her wound, " for 
God's sake help me ! " 

" It's nae use, laddie," answered the veteran, shaking 
his head pityingly. " Sit ye doon beside her, and lat 
the puir lassie dee in peace." 

Harry put his arms round the fainting girl, and 
pillowed her head on his shoulder. For a time she 
seemed unconscious ; but at length the heavy eyes 
opened slowly, and the wan face, already drawn and 
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sharpened by approaching death, brightened into a 
happy smile. 

" You are safe now," said she faintly, " and you and 
your uncle will go home together, and be happy ; and 
you will think sometimes of me, and remember that I 
did what I could to show that I was grateful." 

Frankland tried to answer, but his voice failed. He 
pressed her closer to him, and there was silence for a 
time. 

"Do not bury me here," she went on at length, 
"under the shadow of the gloomy rocks, where all is 
dark and narrow, and where my spirit would have no 
room to breathe. Let me lie out on the open plain, 
where I can feel the free wind of the prairie, and hear 
the trample of the wild horses above my head ; and 
when the spring-time comes, and my grave is green and 
beautiful, then come and sit by it, and think of me a 
little while. And if, as you have told me, there is 
indeed one God over all, who is stronger than Huacouvo, 
and hears the prayers of all who cry to Him, I pray 
that my spirit may be with you wherever you go, to 
shield you from all harm, even as I tried to shield you 
while I lived ! " 

Then came another silence, broken at length by a 
deep, strong sob. 

" Don't weep for me," said the dying girl, soothingly, 
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putting her arm round his neck and drawing his face 
down to hers. " Why should I live now ? You must 
go back to — to her " (she touched the locket on' his 
neck), " and then I should have no share in you any 
more ; but now, just this one moment before I die, you 
are mine — mine ! " 

He kissed her passionately, and the cold cheek flushed 
up once more, as if answering the caress. Then a 
strong shiver shook the smooth limbs, and all was done* 

" Weel, Hairy ? " asked MThaiFs anxious voice from, 
behind. 

" Don't speak to me ! " returned Frankland through 
his clenched teeth ; and starting to his feet, he strode 
away into the darkness. 



It was midnight, and the moon looked silently down, 
upon the battle-field, now still with the stillness of death., 
The soldiers, worn out by the struggle, lay sleeping; 
each where he had dropped down ; and the Governor^ 
having had his own hurt bandaged, and satisfied 
himself that the Commandant's wound, though severe,, 
was not dangerous, was just composing himself to rest 
likewise, when MThail came hastily up to him, 
carrying a crushed circlet of feathers, and a tattered, 
robe drenched with blood. 
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" Sefior Gobemador," said he in Spanish, " here are 
the Wild Horseman's spoils for you to carry back as a 
trophy; but as for the body, I should like, with your per- 
mission, to bury it. He spared my life more than once, 
and I'd be glad to show him some respect in return." 

" H*m ! " said Don Francisco, musing. " Well, I Jiad 
thought of cutting off his head to send to Buenos 
Ayres ; but I should be sorry to displease you in 
any way, and, now that he's dead, it cannot matter 
much what becomes of his body. Dispose of it as you 
will, Senor, and welcome." 

MThail bowed, and hastened to the scene of the final 
struggle, where the corpses were lying across each other 
like felled trees, on the bank and in the water. Not 
without much labour did he succeed in finding and 
dragging out the body of the fallen Chief ; but he had 
barely touched it when he started, bent over it with 
close attention, laid his hand on the broad breast, and 
sprang up with a cry of astonishment. At that 
moment he perceived Frankland standing moodily be- 
side him. 

" Hairy, lad I cried he excitedly, " this chiel 
maun hae mair lives than a caut; he's leevin 
efter a' ! " 

" Is he ? " cried Harry, grinding his teeth, " Til soon 
settle that ! " 
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He snatched a knife from the ground, and was just 
about to strike home, when MThail caught his arm in a 
grip that almost paralysed it. 

" Shame on ye, man ! " exclaimed he warmly. " Do 
ye ca' yersel' an Englishman, and wad strike a man that 
canna resist ye ? " 

" Let me go ! " shouted Harry fiercely, struggling to 
free himself. " Do you remember that poor girl who 
lies yonder } do you remember my father and mother, 
and my brother Roger too } I'll not leave one of 
the breed alive, though I should die for it myself the 
next minute ! " 

" Is that a* yere care for mCy laddie } " answered his 
uncle reproachfully. "This man that lies here (wha 
focht us manfully to the verra last — ^ye canna deny't) 
spared my life, three times ower, when he had gude 
cause to tak' it. Will ye be the man to kill him in 
cauld blude, efter that 1 " 

He released his nephew's arm as he spoke. Harry 
stood irresolute for a moment, and then flung the knife 
far away into the darkness. 

" Let him live, then," said he ; " it shall never be said 
that I hit a man when he was down. But if ever I 
meet him when he's on his feet again, it shall be the 
last day for one or both of us ! " 

MThail had meanwhile lifted the Indian on to the 

* 

N 
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bank, and propped his head against the corpse of an 
Argentino. 

" Noo, Hairy," said he cheerily, " jist pu' aff ane o* 
thae sogers* caps, and fiirt wi' watter frae the burn, and 
we'll wj^h the blude aff him, and tent (attend to) his 
hurts a wee." 

Harry obeyed ; and his uncle, using the Com- 
mandant's sash (which lay near) as a towel, began to 
wash the blood and war-paint from the Wild Horseman's 
body, every line gf which was now distinct in the 
glorious moonlight. Frankland was just stooping for a 
second supply of water, when he was startled by a cry 
from his uncle, so full of overwhelming horror, that he 
let fall the cap in amazement. 

" Wae's me ! " groaned MThail, clasping his hands as 
if in pain. " There it is — just as I did it wi* my ain 
hands, lang, lang syne ! God forgie us baith ! O, 
Hairy, man! this Wild Horseman — this bluidy man- 
slayer — this enemy that we hae huntit like a wild beast. 



is IS — 



His voice choked, and he stood gasping. 

Frankland, with a nameless horror tightening round 
his heart, bent over the body. And there, distinctly 
visible on the bare brown chest, just beneath the throat, 
stood, pricked in with gunpowder, these letters : — 

R. FRANKLAND. 
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There was no need for a second glance ; the whole 
truth burst upon him at once. This terrible warrior, 
this scourge of the whole country, this man whom he 
had striven to slay, and would have slain but for his 
uncle's interference — was^his own brother Roger, whom 
every one supposed to have been killed by the Indians 
thirteen years before. 



CHAPTER XIII. 

NEWS FROM HOME. 

Several months have elapsed since the date of our 
last chapter, and the streets of Buenos Ayres stand out 
vdiite and burning in the glare of a hot, cloudless morn- 
ing in February. On the second floor of a large three- 
storeyed house at the corner of one of the main 
thoroughfares (announced by a huge board on its front 
as "Agencia de los Comunicaciones Provinciales ") 
sit, one on either side of a table littered with papers, 
two men — Robert MThail and Harry Frankland. Both 
are in considerably better case than when we saw them 
last ; but in the faces of both there is that indescribable 
something which marks those who have seen Death so 
close, that his impress can never be quite effaced from 
them. 

" Ton my word," cries Harry, looking up from his 
heap of papers, "although IVe seen it all myself, I can 
hardly believe yet, that it's really true ! " 

" Ye may weel say thaty Hairy ! To think that we twa 
hae been huntin* doon, like ony wild beast, yere ain 
brither and my ain nephew ! and to think that yon wee 
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laddie that I hae rockit on vay knee lang syne» and 
taught to sing 'Duncan Gray/ should be the maist 
fearsome o' thae Indian deevils, and the scourge o' the 
haill country — a kind o' pocket-Sennacherib, in fack — 
'od, it dings a' Mistress Radcliflfe's tales thither, oot 
and oot ! " 

" But do you really think you can keep him by you 
as he is now, poor dear old boy, without anybody find- 
ing him out ? " 

" Wha's to find him, man ? Ye hae seen for ytx ain 
seF that, since he gat that clour (knock) on the hdd in 
the battle, he has forgotten a' his life amang the Indians, 
as if it ne'er had been ; and that ye might talk o' the 
Wild Horseman for twa weeks, and he wad ne'er ken 
ye were speakin' o' himsel'. Sae, noo that he's washed 
frae his paint and ither Indian deevilries, and clad in 
Christian claes (and wi' a complexion as fair as my ain, 
forbye) wha's to ken him ? " 

" There's something in that, certainly," sa)^ Harry, 
musingly ; " but it's a very queer job, altogether. I've 
heard the doctors tell of men forgetting things that way, 
after a blow or a shock ; but I never really believed it 
before. Why, poor old Roger there (by Jove^ I've 
hardly got used to calling him that yet !) seems to have 
had all his Indian life clean rubbed out of him, like a 
sum on a slate, ever since that battle in the Sierra ; 
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and yet, when you sing him those old Scotch songs that 
he's heard you sing when he was a small boy in our 
house out on the plains, he remembers *em directly, 
just as if he*d become a child again. It's just as if 
he'd lost one side of his memory, and kept the other. 
Ton my word, it's the rummiest thing I ever saw in my 
life ! " 

" Strange eneugh. Hairy, nae doot ; but there's mony 
strange things i' this warld, if one wad but luik for them. 
I hae kent a man that was wi* Nelson i' the French 
war, wha was sent to cut oot a French vessel frae under 
the guns o' a fort ; but when his boats gat up to her, 
they fand her sae strangly posted, that it wad be just 
madness to think o't; sae he whispered to his men, 
* It's nae use; shove off!' But just as he spak' thae 
words, some chiel firit a musket frae the deck, and 
strak' him slantwise alang the side o' the heid, and doon 
he fell. I dinna ken hoo mony weeks he lay i' the 
hospital helpless and deleerit (delirious) but as soon 
as he cam' to himsel' again, the first words he spak* 
were, * It's nae use ; shove off.' That* thocht had lain in 
his mind a' that time ; and sae sune as he fand speech, 
oot it cam ! "* 

There was a moment's silence ; and then Harry began 
again. 

* A fact. 



News from Home. 199 

" Have you ever made out, uncle, how it was that he 
came to be such a swell among these Aguilares, or 
whatever you call them ? " 

" I canna just say I'm sure o' the haill story, Hairy ; 
but, takin' ane thing wi' anither, what I hae gotten 
frae the puir laddie himself, and what I learned frae the 
auld wives o* the tribe, that were oor prisoners, I can 
pratty weel guess it They that made the onfall on 
your faither's hoose, and kilt them a,* were the 
Ranqueles, wi' whom ye had to do at San Luiz the 
ither day." 

" The brutes ! " cried Harry ; " I felt as if I hated 
*em, somehow, even without knowing why ; but we 
gave 'em a jolly good licking, that's one comfort I " 

"Thae Ranqueles," pursued MThail, "carried puir 
wee Roger awa' wi' them, meaning to mak' a slave o' 
him, as they do wi* mony of the young fowk they take 
captive ; but on the way they were met by a war-party 
o* the Encuorados — the Aguilares they ca' them noo — 
wha beat them, and took frae them a' the prisoners and 
the spoil. Then the auld Encuorado chief, haein' nae 
bairn o' his ain, was pleased wi' Roger (wha was a fine 
strappin' bairn) and just adopted him ; and eftir that 
let him alane to rise high and gang far ; for the white 
bluid will come to the front, put it whaur ye will ! " 

" And it was he, then, who killed the Governor of 
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San Bevedero and all those soldiers, in vengeance for 
that same old chief ? " 

" He and nae ither ; for, ye see, he'll hae forgotten a* 
his former life by this time, and become in a* things a 
perfect Indian, carryin' on their feuds just like ane o' 
their ain sel's. He's been a terrible fallow, I canna 
deny it," continued MThail, shaking his huge head 
solemnly ; " but it just shows hoo a ceevileesed man, 
when yance he fa's into unceevileesed ways, is waur 
than ony haythen. Hoo'ever, that's a' past and gane 
noo. I hae tauld the neebors that here's my nephew, 
Mr Roger Frankland, Maister Hairy's brither, come to 
help me, wi' my business; and that he's a wee bit 
wrang i' the heid wi' a sunstroke he gat in Aifrica, but 
that he kens his wark for a' that. And they believe it 
a', and some o* them hae seen him and spoken wi' him ; 
and they think him a varra braw lad, if he hadna sic' a 
bee in his bonnet ! " 

"You've managed wonderfully well, Uncle," said 
Frankland heartily ; " 'pon my word, I don't know 
what we should have done without you." 

" I hae dune my best. Hairy ; nae man can do main 
There's just ae thing I'm sorry for — that I cudna save 
yon puir lassie wha sacrifeesed hersel' for us." 

" Don't talk of that ! " broke in Harry hastily ; " I 
can't bear to think of it. I never lie down at night 
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without going all that business over again, and seeing 
her throw herself among them, and take that brute's 
knife in her breast instead of me. Ugh ! I don't know 
how I'm to show my face in England, after letting a 
woman die for me I " 

"Aweel, Hairy, lad," said the Scot, with sudden 
emphasis, " is there ony necessity for showin' yere face 
in England at a' ? " 

" Ay, I know what you mean," answered Frankland ; 
"you want me to stay here and take this post in the 
Government service that 's just been offered me. Well, 
I don't know — ^perhaps I may ! " 

" Perhaps ! " echoed MThail indignantly ; " * perhaps * 
quo' ye ! Are ye daft, laddie ? D 'ye ken wAat ye 're 
saying 'perhaps* to? I tell ye, ye ne'er had sic a 
chance in a* yere days. Ye hae gotten a'ready, firstly, 
the Government reward for breaking up yon band o' 
reivers — that's twa thoosand punds to begin wi'. 
Secondly, the diamopd ye gat frae the Indian — that 's 
anither thoosand, the least penny o 't. Thirdly and 
lastly, there's what ye hae made in yere ain lawfu' 
business these last three years — ca' that a thoosand 
main Noo, wi' a Government post at yere back, and 
four thoosand punds o' cawpital i' yere pooch, and me to 
help ye whiles — man, ye '11 just mak' pokes-fti (bagsful) 
o' gowd a' the year through ! " 
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" Maybe," said Harry, in an apathetic tone, which 
contrasted strongly with his uncle's enthusiasm. 

" And furthermore," pursued the cautious Scot, bring- 
ing up his strongest argument last, " noo that ye hae 
fund yere ain brither again, like ane risen frae the deid, 
it 's no the time to turn yere back on him ! " 

" / turn my back on him, the dear old boy ! " cried 
Harry. " By Jove ! now that I Ve got him again, I '11 
stick to him as long as there *s an inch of me left ! " 

" Weel, then," said his uncle, coming down upon him 
at once with the ergo of the syllogism, " stay whaur ye 
are, like a guid bairn, and tak' this post, and mak' yere 
fortune, and do some guid to yere fellow-men ! " 

Harry meditated for a moment or two, with a visible 
struggle in his face ; and then he broke out : 

" It 's no use, uncle ! I 'd do anything to please you, 
but that's a cut beyond me. I'll go to the top of 
Aconcagua,* if you like, when I come back again ; but 
home I must go first ! " 

" Ay, man } " said the Scotchman, in the tone of a 
skilful physician soothing a dangerous lunatic. 

" It 's eight months last Friday," pursued Harry with 

increasing vehemence, " since I 've had a word from 

either the Captain or Minnie ; and every blessed hour 

of the day I keep fancying all sorts of things that may 

* The highest peak of the Chilian Andes. 
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have happened to them. If I don't do something 
before long, I shall go mad— 'pon my soul I shall I 

I 'm as nervous as an old woman already. Don't 

laugh at me, uncle ; I can't stand being chaffed just 
now ! " 

"I'm no gaun to laugh at ye, Hairy— though I 
winna say ye dinna desairve it ! Nae word frae them, 
say ye ? 'Od, there 's no mony post-deleeveries whaur 
W4?Ve been this bit while. Things that may hae happened, 
say ye ? It may hae happened that my hoose oot yon- 
der, and a* that therein is, has been swallowed by an 
airthquake, and that puir Roger may be sittin' snugly at 
the centre o' the airth, wi' his taes on the fender o' the 
great central fire, playing dice wi' Auld Hornie himseV ; 
but the laws o' pheesical science render sic an event 
raither improabable. If ye will gang, ye will ; he that 
will to Cupar maun to Cupar ; but mind, / dinna coun- 
sel it. Ye 11 gang hame, and ye '11 find a' richt, and 
they twa will be laith to pairt wi' ye again, and ye 'W 
just bide wi' them, and no come back to tne at 
a' ! " 

Harry made no answer, but appeared to meditat 
" Think it ower a wee, man," suggested the ^^ 
forbearing, like a prudent man, to press Vi^ !i ^'^^~ 
.^^ far. "There's the last batch o' ^^^ ^^""^^^^ 



too far. xxicrcc uxx. x<u>L uaicti o' Th^ -r 

cam in wi' the mail, for ye to look at ""^^ 

> ^ottvpose yer( 
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mind wi' them, and think it ower. 1*11 just step into the 
ooter oaffice, and write a wheen (few) letters ; and when 
ye hae made up yere mind, ye can tell me." 

Out went MThail accordingly into the next room ; 
but he had hardly settled himself at his desk, when 
a shout was heard from within, the door burst open 
as if driven by a battering-ram, and Harry flew like 
a rocket across the room and vanished down the 
stair. 

" Lord presairve us ! " cried MThail, staring after 
him, " is the laddie gane daft } 'Od, if he 's gotten a 
bee in his bonnet as weel as his brither, I '11 hae a pratty 
pair o* them ! " 

He rushed downstairs to the outer door, but only to 
behold Harry half-way down the street, running like a 
madman towards the door of the Royal Mail Steam 
Packet Company's office, which stood a little beyond 
the next turning. The matter had evidently got out of 
his control altogether ; and with a solemn shake of the 
head he retraced his steps. 

" I houp the puir laddie mayna hae gotten some ill 
news frae hame," said he to himself; "it looks unco 
like it, his lowpin' awa* that gate ! " 

Re-entering the inner room, he stooped to pick up a 
sheet of The Times which was lying on the floor ; and 
glancing over it, gave a long, expressive whistle. His 
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eye had lighted upon the list of " Deaths," at the head 
of which stood the following notice : 

" On the 2nd inst, at Seaview Cottage, Jersey 
Capt. COLLINGWOOD Hardy, in the 66th year of his 
age. 



CHAPTER XIV. 



AT LAST. 



" Rather a dirty night, sir, ain't it ? But then, you see, 
we Ve just getting into the Bay of Biscay, and you can't 
expect to pass it in the spring equinoctials without 
getting shaken up a bit." 

So speaks the captain of the homeward-bound Royal 
Mail packet ; and well may he say so. The sun has set 
in a mass of coppery cloud, which is now spreading 
over the whole sky; the wind is howling through the 
rigging, and lashing the faces of all on deck with 
showers of spray ; the great leaden waves are heaving 
themselves sullenly up, in endless range, under the grey, 
ghostly twilight ; the last dim outline of the Spanish 
coast, away to the eastward, is fast melting into the 
deepening gloom ; and the huge frame of the steamer 
shakes at every plunge as if struck by a battering- 
ram. 

"I shan't be able to show you Cape Finisterre, sir, after 
all," resumes the captain. " It 's somewhere up there to 
the nor'-east ; but, long before we get to it, you won't 
be able to see your own hand. There ought to be a 
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moon to-night, but those blessed clouds won't let us see 
much of her.** 

" And when shall we be in Southampton, then ? " asks 
the passenger with evident anxiety. 

" Well, bar accidents, day after to-morrow, towards 
evening." 

" What, two whole days more } *' 

" Why, sir, we couldn't well do it quicker than that— 
specially this weather. Besides, you know, the Jersey 
boat don't leave Sou'ampton till midnight, so you '11 
just fit in nicely, and make St Helier's in three days 
from now." 

" And what mayn't happen in three days ? " says the 
other, clenching his hands impatiently. 

"Beg your pardon, Mr Frankland, but that's real 
silly of you — ^you that have come through so much. 
What on earth 's the good of crying out before you 're 
hurt, that way } Why, bless you, if we were all to 
bother our heads about what might happen, there 'd be 
no peace or rest in the world. I was just like that, first 
year or two after I got married ; never turned my back 
but I thought fifty thousand things had gone wrong 
that minute. But my missus only laughed at me, and 
said that more like she should be afraid for me than I 
for her ; and that I was as bad as that sailor in the song, 
you know : 
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* A strong nor'-wester 's blowing, Bill, 
Hark ! don't yer hear it roar, now ? 
Lord help 'em ! how I pities all 
Unhappy folks on shore^ now ! ' 

And so, bit by bit, I got over it ; and so*ll you too. 
Take my word for it, youll find the young lady all right, 
and you and she'll be laughing over all this together, 
before a week's out. See, there's tea ready ; come along 
down." 

By the time they came up again, the storm was in 
full swing ; and the few fitful gleams of moonlight that 
shimmered through the scurrying clouds made the great 
waste of tossing waves look doubly ghastly. The deck 
was drenched with spray, and the vessel rolled so that 
even Harry himself, firm-footed as he was, was glad 
to run his arm through the strands of the rope- 
ladder. 

Suddenly a loud shout was heard from the forecastle, 
followed by a trampling of feet and a confused murmur 
of many voices. 

" What's the matter ? " shouted the captain. 

" Vessel ashore, sir, just ahead of us," answered the 
boatswain ; " see'd her this minute by a gleam o' moon- 
light." 

"What is she?" 

"Can't 'zackly say, sir — she's carried away all her 
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^^ s; but there's summut livin' aboard her yet, for 

^ Sawyer says he seey a light on her just now. There 
^^s again by jingo ! " 

^ that moment a blue light blazed up from the 

r to which the boatswain was pointing, and the 

ole scene started into view at once. The black 

gged outline of the rocky coast— the storm-tossed sea 

^ und the steamer, with every rope and spar in 

3j - ^^^^g", and the group of anxious faces on her wet, 

^^ , ^^ ^^^^y peering out of their drenched tarpaulins— 

l^ \ ^^^ ^n-shore, a low, black bar among those great 

.. J^^ ^^^^^ o^ y^hite — the hull of the doomed vessel. 



''Sh 



first ^^^ ^ iold together much longer, sir," said the 

hari^ ^' ''with the sea that's on now, she'll be 

shf»'o "^ts in another hour or two. It*s a wonder 

^uttf^r- -1 ^^ breaks clean over her every time," 

S'ass • " r> captain, looking anxiously through his 

Poor f«ii ^'■ai'd we shall come too late to help 'em, 

heryej-p,, ^*^^ ixiust try it. Are we abreast of 

''J"st about c,v t\v^- 1 
Stop her, «' ^^^'^l^- 

^^^ steamer ^ 

"Stand b ^'"^ **=* ^ sudden stand-still. 

"Ay,av f!*°'°'*'^'- tile boat!" 

o 
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" In case she hasn't seen us, we may as well tell her 
we're here. Run out the signal-gun ! " 

"Ay, ay, sir!" 

A loud bang split the air in another moment; and, as 
if in answer to it, a second blue light (the first being 
now nearly spent) blazed out over the wreck. Mean- 
while the boat dropped cleverly into the water ; and the 
boatswain and eight picked men, hastily told off, slid 
down into her. But, if the Captain had leisure to 
reckon, he might count ten shadows instead of nine; for 
all men look much alike in tarpaulin, and neither boat- 
swain nor hands are likely to "peach" on Harry Frank- 
land, who is already a prime favourite with the whole 
crew. 

"Shove off!" 

And now the battle begins in earnest. In the gripe 

of that tremendous sea, the strong boat is whirled away 

like an egg-shell; and here we are — ten Englishmen 

against the whole might of the Atlantic in its equinoctial 

wrath. One moment we are down in a deep black pit, 

with a huge dark wall towering overhead ; and then 

comes a crash and a roar, and the boat is half full of 

water, and we are tossed and banged about, and flung 

up again, as it seems, into the very sky, with splashes of 

spray falling down upon us like the strokes of a whip. It 

is full flood-tide now, and we shall reach the shore soon 
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enough ; but what then ? Shall we be dashed against 
the vessel that we have come to help, and go down 
alongside ? Shall we climb on board and find no one 
left to save ? Or shall we rescue the remnant of the 
crew, and then all go down together, on our way back ? 
Any one of the three is likely enough. 

But, so little do these stout English hearts know 
that they are doing anything heroic, that, out here in 
this wild sea, with the jaws of death gaping for them, 
they answer the roar of wind and wave with shouts of 
jolly laughter, and bandy scraps of rough-hewn chaff, 
as if they were sitting round the fire of the Mariners* 
Rest at Portsmouth. 

"Bill! keep that oar o' youm out o* my ribs, will 
yer ? Fm black and blue all over already, blest if I 
ain't ! " 

" Catchin* crabs for supper, Jack } You'll be goin' 
plumb through the bottom o' the boat, if you lurches 
that 'ere way.'* 

"Sam, my bo*, has that craft yonder got e'r a 
puncheon o' rum aboard ? You'd smell it from here, no 
fear o' you ! " * 

" Whoosh ! up we goes agin ! Blowed if it ain't as 
good as one o' them swings at Grinnidge Fair — and 
nothin* to pay, neither ! " 

And now the black cliffs loom out close overhead ; 
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and now the labouring oarsmen join their voices in a 
full, hearty shout, to tell the distressed crew that help is 
near. Faintly through the infernal din of the breakers, 
but still plainly heard, comes back an answering cheer, 
familiar to all on board. 

" Englishmen, by George I " shouts the boatswain, 
" well have 'em out o' that in a jiffy, my boys, if we 
break every bone in our skins ! Stand by to fend her 
off!" 

Only by the utmost skill of eye and hand is the 
fatal collision averted ; but the boat gets safely along- 
side, and the crew of the wreck, already on the alert, 
heave a rope, which is at once seized and made 
fast 

" Now, my lads ! " roars the boatswain, " down you 
come, sharp ! '* 

" The lady fust," answers a gruff voice ; " us men 
can wait." 

A female figure, swathed in "tarpaulin and with a life- 
buoy round i it, is lowered carefully into the boat. As 
Harry Frankland leans forward to receive her, the 
gleam of a lantern falls upon them both, and two cries 
burst forth like one : 

" Harry ! " 

" Minnie ! " 

And thus do the two playfellows meet once more. 
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"When poor papa's affairs came to be settled/' 
explained Minnie, when she was sufficiently recovered 
to tell her story (which was not till the Needles were 
plainly in sight) " it turned out that he had hardly any 
money at all (I'm sure I don't know where it can all 
have gone to) so that I had to sell the dear old house 
and everything in it, and then to look out for some way 
of keeping myself So then that kind Madame Bonito, 
whom you used to know at St Helier's, offered to take 
me back with her to Lisbon as a companion to her 
daughters ; and I was glad enough to accept But then 
she had to start before I was quite ready, and so we 
agreed that I should follow and meet her there. Then 
Capt. Morrell (you can't think how kind everybody was 
to me) offered me a passage in his little schooner to 
Oporto, from which I could get to Lisbon by rail ; and 
so we sailed, and — you know what happened. And 
really, dear, it's worth having gone through all that, to 
be so happy now." 



Two months later, Mrs Frankland (hardly used to 
her new name yet) stepped over the threshold of the 
little Jersey cottage — ^^her own once more — and went over 
all the familiar rooms with a delight only marred by the 
thought that the good old father who would have been 
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the first to rejoice in her joy, was no longer there to 
partake it. 

"That's my wedding-present to you, my pet," said 
Harry, looking lovingly at his wife's radiant face, " and 
I think it wasn't a bad idea for an old blunderhead 
like me, eh ? I've sold my famous diamond, you see, 
to good purpose ; but I've got another jewel instead, 
darling, that I wouldn't sell for all the money in the 
Bank of England ! " 

And he has not changed his mind yet. 



THE END. 
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One of Henry S. King and Go.'s Three and Sixpenny Books 
for the Young. 

De Liefde (Jacob). 

THE GEEAT DUTCH ADMIEALS. Grown 8to. With Eleven 
Illustrations by Townley Green and others. 5s. 

One of Henry S. King and Go.'s Five Shilling Books for the 
Young. 

De Eedcliffe (Viscount Stratford), P.C., K.G., G.C.B. 

WHY AM I A CHBISTIAE I Fifth Edition. Grown 8to. 3s. 

De Tocqueyille (Alexis). 

OOEEESPOEDEECE AVD 00EYEB8ATI0VS OF, WITH 
HASSAU WILLIAM SEEIOE. 2 vols. Post Svo. 21t. 

De Verb (Aubrey). 

ALEXAEDEE THE GEEAT. A Dramatic Poem. SmaU 
crown Svo. 5s. 

THE LEGEEDS OF ST. PATEICK, and other Poems. Small 
crown Svo. 5s. 

De Willb (E.) 

inn)EE A CLOITD; QE, J0HAEEE8 OLAF. A NoreL 
Translated by F. E. BunnHt. 3 vols. Grown Svo. 
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Dennis (John). 

EKOLISH SOKNETB. Collected and Arranged. Fcap. 8vo. 
Elegantly bound. 3«. Qd. 

DoBSON (Austin). 

VIONETTEfl IK BHTME AND VERB DB SOCIJ^TE. Second 
Edition. Fcap. 8yo. 5«. 

Donne (Alphonse), M.D. 

CHANGE or AIB AND SCENE. A Physician's Hints about 
Doctors, Patients, Hygiene, and Society ; with Notes of Excur- 
sions for Health in the Pyrenees, and amongst the Watering- 
places of France (Inland and Seaward), Switzerland, Ck)rsica, and 
the Mediterranean. A New Edition. Large post Svo. 98. 

DowDEN (Edward), LL.D. 

SHAKSFEBE : a Critical Study of his Mind and Art. Post 
Svo. I2«. 

DowNTON (Eev. Henry), M.A. 

HTHNS AND YEBSES. Original and Translated. SmaU 
crown Svo. 38. 6d, 

Draper (John William), M.D., LL.D. Professor in 

the University of New York; Author of "A Treatise on 
Human Physiology." 

HISTOBT OF THE CONFLICT BETWEEN BELIOION AND 
SCIENCE. Fourth Edition. 58. 
Vol. XIII. of the International Scientific Series. 

Drew (Kev. G, S.), M.A., Vicar of Trinity, Lambeth. 

SCBIFTTTBE LANDS IN CONNECTION WITH THEIB 
HISTOBT. Second Edition. Svo. lOs. Gd. 

NAZABETH: ITS LIFE AND LESSONS. Second Edition. 
Crown Svo. 58. 

THE DIVINE KINODOH ON EABTH AS IT IS IN HEAVEN. 

Svo. 108. 6<i. 

THE SON OF UAN: His Life and Ministry. Grown Svo. 
78. 6d. 

Drewry (G. Overend), M.D. 

THE COHHON-SENSE MANAGEMENT OF THE STOMACH. 
Fcap. Svo. 28. 6d. 

DuRAND (Lady). 

IMITATIONS FROM THE OEBMAN OF SPITTA AND 
TEBSTEGEN. Fcap. Svo. 48. 
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Dv Vbrnois (Colonel von Verdy). 

8TimiE8Mia^IK0raMW.^^''°[^r Part. I. 
Translation by Lieutenant H. J. T. miaya^u, 
and II. rtemy 8vo. 7«. ^ ^^^ ,3 series of Military 

This is one of Henry 8. Jimg ana v^ 

Works. 

E. A. V. ^ , «r.xi. Two Essays by 

J08SPH MAZZim : ^ ^^"'^l'- « and " Tbe Duties of 
Ma^ni-" Tbou^hts on D^^^^ p. h. Taylor, M.P. 

TVlan" Dedicated to the Womng v^i»» 
Ci^^Svo. With Two Portraits. 38. 6(i. 

Eden (Frederic). ,i^QOMAir. Second Editioix. 

THB WILE WITHOUT A DKAOV»* 
Crown 8vo. 7«. 6d. 

ErLOABT (Mrs.) ^.^tttKE 8 vols. Crown 8vo. 

EKOS AooKXSTKS. P-- By B. B. D. Ecap. S^^ 
^' ^tivr ^ aen Sir Vincent), C.B., KC.S.L, etc. 

EYBB (M^»J-'^T 'irWIGHT-EIUlAIlT IK MAHY LAUDS. So^^ 
"^^"'^U I.^d I Home Land. 1 Wonder Land. \ B.Une X.^^. 

/'IVTrs Francis G.) 




F AitQ^^^^^^J^^j^ DIUSMOBB. Crown 8yo. 38. 6d. 

^- ^T alB'8 GIBLHOOD. Crown 8yo. 38. 6d 
^^' ^TftT^B'S HOLIDAYS AT aOSELATSTDS. Ctovrii a^ 
III. ^Bl-^^^^iuines of Henry S. King and Co.'a B^^^. 
OTlieBe »^^y Books for the Young. ^''^^^ ,^^ 



-^ i^Mons. Jules). 

F^^^^^^ ^^VEBNMEHT OP THE H ATIOH AL B:E^^^ 
' ^^^^^fj^ne to the 3l8t October, 1870. T^e ^^^ 

of » 3«.eii^ 




^'^^ ^. 
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FiSHEE (Alice). 

HIS QUEEN. 3 vols. Crown 8yo. 

FoEBES (Archibald). ' 

SOLDIEBINO AND SGBIBBLING. A Series of Sketches- 
Crown 8vo. 7«. 6d. 

FOTHEEGILL (JeSSIE). 

ESALEY. A Bomance. 3 vols. Crown 8yo. 

Fowle (Rev. T. W.), M.A. 

THE BEGONCILIATION OF BELIOION AND SCIENCE. 

Being Essays on Immortality, Inspiration, Miracles, and the 
Being of Christ, Demy 8vo. 10«. 6d. 

Frasee (Donald), Accountant to the British-Indian 

Steam Navigation Company, Limited. 

EXCHANGE TABLES OF STEELING AND INDIAN BXTPEE 
CTJBBENCT, upon a new and extended system, embracing Values 
from One Farthing to One Hundred Thousand Pounds, and at 
Rates progressing, in Sixteenths of a Penny, from 1«. 9d. to 
2«. 3d. per Rupee. Royal 8vo. 10«. 6d. 

Freee (Sir H. Bartle E.), G.C.B., G.C.S.L, etc. 

THE THBEATENED FAMINE IN BENGAL ; How it may be 
Met, and the Recurrence of Famines in India Prevented. Being 
No. 1 of "Occasional Notes on Indian Affairs." Crown 8vo. 
With 3 Maps. 58. 

Feiswell (J. Hain). 

THE BETTER SELF. Essays for Home Life. Crown 8vo. 68. 

CkmtenU: — Beginning at Home— The Girls at Home — ^The 
Wife's Mother — ^Pride in the Family — Discontent and Grumbling 
— Domestic Economy — On Keeping People Down — Likes and 
Dislikes— On Falling Oui^-Peaoe. 

ONE OF TWO; or. The Left-Handed Bride. Crown Svo. 
With a Frontispiece. Ss. 6d. 
Being a Volume of the Comhill Library of Fiction. 

Gaednee (John), M.D. 

LONGEVITY; THE MEANS OF PBOLONGING LIFE AFTER 
MIDDLE AGE. Third Edition, revised and enlarged. Small 
crown Svo. 4«. 

Gaeeett (Edward). 

BY STILL WATERS. A Story for Quiet Hours. Crown Svo. 
With Seven Illustrations. 68. 
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Gibbon (Charles). 

FOB LACK OF GOLD. Grown Sto. With a Frontispiece. d«. 6<2. 

BOBIN GBAT. Grown Svo. With a Frontispiece. Ss. 6d. 
The above Volumes form part of the Gomhill Library of Fiction. 

Gilbert (Mrs.) 

XBS. OILBEBT, FOBHXBLT Aim TATLOB, AXJTOBIO- 
GBAFHT AND OTEEB XEMOBIALS OF. Edited by Josiah 
Gilbert. In 2 vols. Post Svo. With 2 Steel Portraits and 
several Wood Engravings. 24«. 

GoDKiN (James). 

TEE BELIOIOVS HI8T0BT OF IBELAND : Primitive, Papal, 
and Protestant. Including the Evangelical Missions, Catholic 
Agitations, and Church Progress of the last half Century. I vol. 
Svo. 12«. 

GrODWiN (William). 

WILLIAM GODWIN : his Friend's Contemporaries. By C. 
Kegan Paul. 2 vols. Demy Svo. With Portraits. 

THE GENIUS OF CHBISTIANITT UNVEILED. Being Essays 
never before published. Edited, with a Preface, by C. Kegan 
Paul. 1 voL Crown Svo. 7«. 6d. 

GoETZE (Capt. A. von), Captain of the Prussian Corps 

of Engineers attached to the Engineer Committee, and Instructor 
at the Military Academy. 

0PEBATI0N8 OF TEE GEBKAN ENGINEEB8 DUBING THE 
WAB OF 1870-1871. Published by Authority, and in accordance 
with -Official Documents. Translated from the Oerman by ' 
Colonel G. Graham, V.C, C.B., E.E. Demy Svo. Cloth. With 
6 large Maps. 2Is. 

Goodman (Walter). 

CUBA, THE FEABL OF THE ANTILLES. Crown Svo. Is, 6d. 

GossE (Edmund W.) 

ON VIOL AND FLUTE. With Title-page specially designed 
by William B. Scott Crown Svo. 5<. 

Granville (A. B.), M.D., F.E.8., etc. 

AUTOBIOGBAPHY OF A. B. GBANVILLE, FJt.8., ete. 
Edited, with a brief account of the concluding years of his life by 
his youngest Daughter, Paulina B. Granville. 2 vols Demv 
Svo. With a Portrait. 32». ' •' 

Gray (Mrs. Eussell). 

LISBTTE'B VENTUBE. A NoveL 2 vols. Grown 8vo 21f 
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Gbeen (T. Bowden). 

FBAGHENTS OF TEOHOET. Dedicated by pennission to the 
Poet Laureate. Crown 8yo. ?«. 6dL 
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Greenwood (James), " The Amateur Casual.' 

IN STRANGE COMFANT ; or, The Note Book of a BoYing 
Correspondent. Second Edition. Crown 8vo. . 68. 

Grey (John), of Dilston. 

JOHN ORET (of Dilston): MEMOIRS. By Josephijie E. 
Butler. New and Cheaper Edition. Crown Svo. 38. 6(2. 

Griffith (Rev. T.), A.M., Prebendary of St. Paul's. 

STUDIES OF THE DIVINE MASTER. Demy 8yo. 128. 

Griffiths (Captain Arthur). 

THE QXTEEN'S SHILLING. A Novel. 2 vols. 2l8. 

MEMORIALS OF MILLBANK, AND CHAPTERS IN PRISON 
HISTORY. 2 vols. Post Svo. 2l8. With Illustrations. 

Gruner (M. L.) 

STUDIES OF BLAST FUBNACE PHENOMENA. Translated 
by L. D. B. Gordon, F.R.S.E., P.G.S. Demy Svo. 78. 6d, 

GuRNEY (Rev. Archer Thompson). 

WOBDS OF FAITH AND CHEEB. A Mission of Instruction 
and Suggestion. 1 vol. Crown Svo. 68. 

FIBST PBINCIPLES IN CHUBCH AND STATE. Demy Svo. 
Sewed. l8. 6(2. 

Haeckel (Professor Ernst), of the University of Jena. 

THE HISTOBY OF CBEATION. A Popular Account of the 
Development of the Earth and its Inhabitants, according to the 
Theories of Kant, Laplace, Lamarck, and Darwin. The Transla- 
tion revised by E. Ray Lankester, M.A. With Coloured Plates 
and Genealogical Trees of the various groups of both plants and 
animals. 2 vols. Post Svo. 

THE HISTOBY OF THE EVOLUTION OF MAN. Translated 
by E. A. Van Rhyn and L. Elsberg, M.D. (University of New 
York), with Notes and Additions sanctioned by the Author. 
Post Svo. 

Harcotjrt (Capt. A. F. P.) 

THE SHAKESPEARE ARGOSY: Containing much of the wealth 
of Shakespeare's Wisdom and Wit, alphabeticaUy arranged and 
classified. Crown Svo. Qs, 
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Haweis (Rev. H. R.), M.A. 

SPEECH Iir SEASON. Third Edition. Grown Svo. 98. 

THOTTOHTS FOE THE TIMES. Eighth Edition. Crown Svo. 
7a. 6d5. 

UNSEGTABIAir 7AMILT FEATERS, for Morning and Even- 
ing for a Week, with short selected passages from the Bible. 
Square crown Svo. 3«. 6d. 

Hawthorne (Julian). 

BEESSANT. A Bomance. 2 vols. Grown Svo. 2l8. 
IDOLATBY. A Eomance. 2 vols. Grown Svo. 2l8. 

Hawthorne (Nathaniel). 

NATHANIEL HAWTHOBNE. A Memoir, with Stories now 
first published in this country. By H. A. Page. Post 8vo. Is. 6d. 

SEFTIMTJS. A Bomance. Second Edition. Grown Svo. 9s. 

Hayman (Henry), D.D., late Head Master of Eugby 

School. 

BirOBY SCHOOL SEBMONS. With an Introductory Essay on 
the Indwelling of the Holy Spirit. Crown Svo. 7«. 6d. 

Heathergate. a Story of Scottish Life and Character. 

By a New Author. 2 vols. Crown Svo. 21s. 

Hellwald (Baron F. Von). 

THE BUSSIANS IN CENTBAL ASIA. A Critical Examination, 
down to the present time, of the Geography and History of 
Central Asia. Translated by Lieut. -Col. Theodore Wirgman, 
LL.B, In 1 vol. Large post Svo. With Map. 12«. 

Helvig (Captain Hugo). 

THE OFEBATIONS OF THE BAVABIAN ABMY GOBFS. 

Translated by Captain G. S. Schwabe. With Five large Maps. 
In 2 vols. Demy Svo. 248. 

This is one of Henry S. King and Co.*s Series of Military 
Books. 

HiNTON (James), late Aural Surgeon to Guy's Hospital. 

THE PLACE OP THE PHYSICIAN. Being the Introductory 
Lecture at Guy's Hospital, 1873-74 ; to which is added Essays 
ON THE Law op Human Life, and on the Kelation between 
Organic and Inobganio Woblds. Grown Svo. 3«. 6d. 
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HiNTON (James). 

PHTSIOLOOY FOB FBACTICAL USE. By various wnters. 
Second Edition. With 50 Illustrations. 2 vols. Crown 8vu. 
128. 6d. 

AN ATLAS OF DISEASES OF THE MEMBRA WA TTMFAKI. 

With Descriptive Text. Post 8vo. £6 6«. 

THE QUESTIONS OF AUSAL SUBOEBT. Post 8vo. With 
Illustrations. 2 vols. 128. 6d. 

Hockley (W. B.) 

TALES OF THE ZENANA; or, A Nuwab's Leisure Hours. 
By the Author of " Pandurang Hari." With a Preface by Lord 
Stanley of Alderley. 2 vols. Crown Svo. 21«. 

PANDUBANG HABI ; or, 3Iemoirs of a Hindoo. A Tale of 
Mahratta Life sixty years ago. With a Preface by Sir H. Bartle 
E. Frere, G.C.8.I., etc. 2 vols. Crown Svo. 2l8. 

HoFFBAUER (Captain). 

THE OEBMAN ABTILLEBT IN THE BATTLES NEAB METZ. 
Based on the official reports of the German Artillery. Translated 
by Capt. B. O. Hollist. Demy Svo. With Map and Plans. 21«. 

This is one of the volumes in Henry S. £ing and Co.'s 
Military Series. 

HoLROYD (Captain W. E. M.), Bengal StaflF Corps, 

Director of Public Instruction, Punjab. 

TAS-HIL TTL KALAM; or, Hindustani made Easy. Crown 
Svo. 58. 

Hooper (Mrs. G.) 

THE HOUSE OF BABT. With a Frontispiece. Crown Svo. 
38. 6(2. 
One of the volumes of the Comhill Library of Fiction. 

Hope (Lieut. James). 

IK QUEST OF COOLIES. With Illustrations. Crown Svo. 68. 

Hooper (Mary). 

LITTLE BIITNEBS: HOW TO SEBVE THEM WITH ELE- 
GANCE AND ECONOMY. Seventh Edition. 1 vol. Crown Svo. 

58. 

Hopkins (Manley). 

THE FOBT OF BEFITOE; or, Counsel and Aid to Ship- 
masters in Difficulty, Doubt, or Distress. Crown Svo. 6$. 
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Howard (Mary M.), Author of " Brampton Rectory. 

BEATRICE ATLMER, AND OTHER TALES. Grown 8yo. 6s. 

Howard (Rev. G. B.) 

AN OLD LEGEND OF ST. PATTL'S. Fcap. 8yo. 4«. 6(2. 

Howe (Cupples), Master Mariner. 

THE DESERTED SHIP. A real story of the Atlantic. Illus- 
trated by Townley Green. Crown Svo. Se. 6d, 

One of Henry S. King and Co.'s Three and Sixpenny Books 
for the Young. 

Howell (James). 

A TALE OF THE SEA, SONNETS, AND OTHER POEMS. 

Fcap. 8yo. 5«. 

Hughes (Allison). 

PENELOPE, AND OTHER POEMS. Fcap. Svo. 48. 6d. 

Hull (Edmund C. P.) 

TEE EUROPEAN IN INDIA. A Handbook of Practical In- 
formation for those proceeding to, or residing in, the East Indies, 
relating to Outfits, Routes, Time for Departure, Indian Climate, 
etc. With a Medical Guide fob Anglo-Indians. By R. B. S. 
Mair, M.D., F.B.C.S.E., late Deputy Coroner of Madras. Second 
Edition, Revised and Corrected. In 1 vol. Post 8yo, 6«. 

Humphrey (Eev. W.), of the Congregation of the 

Oblates of St. Charles. 

MR. FITZJAMES STEPHEN AND CARDINAL BELLARMINE. 
Demy 8vo. Sewed. 1«. 

HuTTON (James). 

MISSIONARY LIFE IN THE SOUTHERN SEAS. With lUus- 
trations. Crown Svo. 7«. 6d. 

Ignotus. 

CVLMSHIRE FOLK. A NoveL New and Cheap Edition. 
In 1 vol. Crown 8vo. 6«. 

Ingelow (Jean). 

THE LITTLE WONDER-HORN. A Second Series of " Stories 
Told to a ChUd." With Fifteen IHustrations. Square 24mo 

38. ed, 

OFF THE SKELUGS. (Her First Romance.) 4 vols Crown 
Svo. 42«. 
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International Scientipio Series (The). 

I. THE FORMS OF WATER IN CLOUDS AND RIVERS, ICE 
AND GLACIERS. By J. Tyndall, LL.D., F.B.S. With 14 
Illustrations. Fourth Edition. 58, 

II. FHTSICS AND POLITICS; or, Thoughts on the Application of 
the Principles of *^ Natural Selection" and "Inheritance" 
to Political Society. By Walter Bagehot. Third Edition. 48. 

III. FOODS. By Edward Smith, M.D., LL.B., F.B.S. Profusely 

Illustrated. Third Edition. 58. 

IV. MIND AND BODY: The Theories of their Relation. By 

Alexander Bain, LL.D. Third Edition. With Four Illus- 
trations. 48. 

V. TEE STTTDT OF SOCIOLOGY. By Herbert Spencer. Fourth 
Edition. 58. 

YI. ON f HE CONSERVATION OF ENERGY. By Balfour Stewart, 
M.D., LL.D., F.B.S. With 14 Engravings. Third Edition. 58. 

VII. ANIMAL LOCOMOTION ; or. Walking, Swimming, and Flying. 
By J. B. Pettigrew, M.D., F.R.S. Second Edition. With 
119 Illustrations. 58. 

VIII. RESPONSIBILITY IN MENTAL DISEASE. By Henry 
Maudsley, M.D. Second Edition. 58. 

IX. THE NEW CHEMISTRY. By Professor J. P. Cooke, of the 
Harvard University. Second Edition. With 31 Illus- 
trations. 58. 

X. THE SCIENCE OF LAW. By Professor Sheldon Amos. 
Second Edition. 58. 

XI. ANIMAL MECHANISM. A Treatise on Terrestrial and Aerial 
Locomotion. By Professor E. J. Marey. With 117 Illus- 
trations. Second Edition. 58. 
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XXL THE BOOT&IKB 07 DS8G1NT AHD DARWINISM. By 

Professor Oscar Bohmidt (Straaburg Umversity). Second 
Edition. With 26 lUustrations. 5«. 

Xm. THE HI8T0BT 07 THE GONELICT BETWEEN BELIOION 
AHD SCIENCE. By Professor J. W. Draper. Fourth 
Edition. 5a. 

XrV. rUHQI ; their Nature^ Influences, Uses, etc. By M. 0. Cooke, 
M.A., LX..D. Edited by the Rev. M. J. Berkeley, M.A., 
F.Li.S. Second Edition. Crown 8yo. With numerous 
QluBtrations. 5s. 

t 

XY. THE CHEMICAL EFFECTS OF LIGHT AND PHOTOeBAPHT. 
By I>r. Hermann Vogel (Polytechnic Academy of Berlin). 
Second Edition. With 100 Illustrations. 5s. 

XVI. THE LIFE AND GROWTH OF LANGUAGE. By William 
Dwight Whitney, Professor of Sanskrit and Comparative 
Philology in Yale College, New Haven. Second Edition. 
Crown 8vo. 5«. 

XVII. MONEY AND THE MECHANISM OF EXCHANGE. By Prof. 
W. Stanley Jevons. Crown 8vo. 5«. 

XVni. ANIMAL PABA8ITES AND MESSMATES. By Monsieur 
"Van Beneden, Professor of the University of Liouvain, Cor- 
respondent of the Institute of Prance. Crown 8vo. With 
83 niustrations. 5«. 

XIX. THE NATTJBE OF LIGHT: With a General Account of 
Physical Optics. By Dr. Eugene Ijommel, Professor of 
Physics in the University of Erlangen. With 148 Illustra- 
tions and a Spectra in Chromolithography. 58. 



24 A List of 

International Scientific Series (The). 

Forthcoming Volumes. 

Prof. W. EnroDON Clifford, M.A. The First Principles of the 
Exact Sciences explained to the Non-mathematical. 

Prof. T. H. HuxLET, LL.D., F.R.8. BodUy Motion and 
Conscionsness. 

Dr. W. B. Cabpkntkb, LL.D., F.R.S. The Physical Geography 
of the Sea. 

Prof. William Odling, F.B.S. The Old Chemistry viewed from 
the New Standpoint. 

W. Lauder Lindsat, M.D., F.B.S.E. Mind in the Lower Animals. 

Sir John Lubbook, Bart., F.B.S. On Ants and Bees. 

Prof. W. T. Thisblton Dyer, B.A., B.Sc. Form and Habit in 
Flowering Plants. 

Mr. J. N. LooKYER, F.B.S. Spectrum Analysis. 

Prof. Michael Foster, M.D. Protoplasm and the Cell Theory. 

H. Charlton Bastian, M.D., F.R.S. The Brain as an Organ of Mind. 

Prof. A. C. Ramsay, LL.D., F.R.S. Earth Sculpture: Hills, 
Valleys, Mountains, Plains, Rivers, Lakes; how they were Pro- 
duced, and how they have been Destroyed. 

Prof. Rudolph Virohow (Berlin Univ.) Morbid Physiological 
Action. 

Prof. Claude Bernard. History of the Theories of Life. 

Prof. H. Sainte-Claire Deville. An Introduction to General 
Chemistry. 

Prof. Wurtz. Atoms and the Atomic Theory. 
Prof. De Quatrefaqes. The Human Race. 
Prof. Laoaze-Duthdsrs. Zoology since Cuvier. 
Prof. Berthelot. Chemical Synthesis. 
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Interkational Sciektific Series (The). 

{Forthcoming Volumes,) 

Prof. J. Rosenthal. General Physiology of Muscles and Ner7es. 

Prof. Jambs D. Dana, M. A., LL.D. On Cephalization ; or, Head- 
Characters in the Gradation and Progress of Life. 

Prof. S. W. Johnson, M.A. On the Nutrition of Plants. 

Prof. Austin Flint, Jr. M.D. The Nervous System, and its 
Relation to the Bodily Functions. 

Prof. Bebnsi^in (University of Halle). The Five Senses of Man. 

Prof. Ferdinand Cohn (Breslau Univ.) Thallophytes (Algoe, 
Lichens, Fungi). 

Prof. Hebmann (University of Zurich). Respiration. 

Prof. Leuokabt (University of Leipsic). Outlines of Animal 
Organization. 

Prof. Liebbeioh (University of Berlin). Outlines of Toxicology. 

Prof. Kundt (University of Strasburg). On Sound. 

Prof. Rebs (University of Erlangen). On Parasitic Plants. 

Prof. Steinthal (University of Berlin). Outlines of the Science 
of Lang^ge. 

P. Bebt (Professor of Physiology, Paris). Forms of Life and 
other Cosmical Oonditions. 

4 

E. Alqlaye (Professor of Constitutional and Administrative Law 
at Douai, and of Political Economy at Lille). The Primitive 
Elements of Political Constitutions. 

P. LoBAiN (Professor of Medicine, Paris). Modem Epidemics. 

Prof. Sohutzenbeboeb (Director of the Chemical Laboratory at 
the Sorbonne). On Fermentations. 

Mens. Fbeidel. The Functions of Organic Chemistry. 

Mens. Debbay. Precious Metals. 

Prof. Cobfield, M.A., M.D. (Oxon.) Air in its relation to Health. 

Prof. A. GiABD. General Embryology. 
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Jackson (T. G.) 

HODEBN GOTHIC ABCHXTECTUBE. Grown 8vo. 68. 

Jacob (Maj.-Gen. Sir G. Le Grand), K.C.S.I., C.B. 

WESTEBN IHDIA BEFOBE AND DTTBING TEE KUTINIBS. 

Pictures drawn from life. Second Edition. Grown 8vo. 7«. 6d. 

Jenkins (E.) and Eaymond (J.), Esqs. 

A LEGAL HANDBOOK FOB ABGHITECTS, BTTILDEBS, AND 
BUILDING 0WNEB8. Second Edition Revised. Grown 8vo. 68. 

Jenkins (Rev. R. C), M.A., Rector of Lyminge, and 

Honorary Ganon of Canterbury. 

THE FBIVILEGE OF FETEB, LegaUy and Historically Ex- 
amined, and the Claims of the Boman Church compared with the 
Scriptures, the Councils, and the Testimony of the Popes them- 
selves. Fcap. 8vo. 38. 6d. 

Jenkins (Edward), M.P. 

GLANCES AT INNEB ENGLAND. A Lecture delivered in the 
United States and Canada. Grown 8vo. 58. 

GINZ'S BABT : His Birth and other Misfortunes. Thirty- 
fourth Edition. Grown 8vo. 28. 

LUCHMEE AND DILLO. A Story of West Indian Life. 2 vols. 
Demy 8vo. Illustrated. [^Preparing, 

LITTLE HODGE. A Christmas Country Carol. Fourteenth 
Thousand. With Five Illustrations. Crown 8vo. 58. 
A Cheap Edition in paper covers, price l8. 

LOBD BANTAM. Seventh Edition. Grown 8vo. 28. 6(2. 

Jevons (Prof. W. Stanley). 

MONET AND THE MECHANISM OF EXCHANGE. Crown 
8vo. 58. 

Being Vol. XYU. of the International Scientific Series. 

Keating (Mrs.) 

HONOB BLAKE : The Story of a Plain Woman. 2 vols. 
Grown 8vo. 2l8. 

Kaufmann (Rev. M.), B.A. 

SOCIALISM : Its Nature, its Dangers, and its Bemedies con- 
sidered. ' Grown 8vo. 78. 6d. 

Keb (David). 

ON THE BOAD TO KHIVA. Hlustrated with Photographs of 
the Country and its Inhabitants, and a copy of the Official Map 
in use during the Campaign, from the Survey of Captain Leusilin. 
1 voL Post 8vo. 128. 
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Ker (David). 

THE BOT SLAVE IK BOXHASA. A Tale of Central Asia. 
Crown 8vo. With Illustrations. 5«. 

One of Henry S. King and Co/s Five Shilling Books for the 
Young. 

THE WILD HO&SEHAK OF SOirTH AMEBIGA. Crown 8yo. 
Illustrated. 58, 

King (Alice). ^ 

A CLXrSTEB OF LIVES. Crown 8yo. 7$. 6d, 

King (Mrs. Hamilton). 

THE DISCIPLES. A New Poem. Second Edition, with some 
Notes. Crown 8vo. ?«. 6d, 
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ASPBOHOKTE, AND OTHER POEMS. Second Edition. Cloth. 

KiNGSFORD (Eev. F. W.), M.A., Vicar of St. Thomas's, 

Stamford Hill ; late Chaplain H. E. I. C. (Bengal Presidency). 

HABTHAH GONFEBENCES; or, Discussions upon some of 
the Religious Topics of the Day. " Audi alteram partem.*' Crown 
8vo. 38. 6d. 

Contents : The Real Presence — Confession — ^Ritualism. 

Knight (Annette F. C.) 

POEUS. Fcap. Syo. Cloth. 58. 

Laoqrdairb (Rev. Pere). 

LIFE : Conferences delivered at Toulouse. Crown Svo. 38. 6(2. 

Lady of Lipari (The). 

A Poem in Three Cantos. Fcap. 8yo. 58. 

Laurie (J. S.), of the Inner Temple, Barrister-at-Law ; 

formerly H.M. Inspector of Schools, England ; Assistant Royal 
Commissioner, Ireland ; Special Commissioner, African Settle- 
ment ; Director of Public Instruction, Ceylon. 

EDUCATIONAL COURSE OF SECULAB SCHOOL BOOEIS FOB 
INBIA. 

The following Works are now ready : — 
THE FIBST HINDUSTANI BEADEB. Stiff linen wrapper, Qd, 
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Laukie (J. S.) 

THE SSCOKB HINDUSTANI BXADEB. Stiff linen wrapper, 

ed. 

GE0OBAPH7 OF INDIA ; with Maps and Historical Appendix, 
tracing the growth of the British Empire in Hindustan. 128 pp. 
fcap. 8yo. Cloth. U. 6d. 

In the Press : — 
ELSMZNTABT OEOOBAFHT OF INDIA. 

FACTS AND FEATXIBE8 OF INDIAN HISTORY, in a series 
of alternating Beading Lessons and Memory Exercises. 

Laymann (Captain), Instructor of Tactics at the 

Military College, Neisse. 

THE FBONTAL ATTACK OF INFANTRY. Translated by 
Colonel Edward Newdigate. Crown 8yo. 28, 6(2. 

L. D. S. 

LETTERS FROM CHINA AND JAPAN. 1 vol. Crown Svo., 
with Illustrated Title-page. 7«. 6d. 

Leandeb (Eichard). 

FANTASTIC STORIES. Translated from the German by 
Paulina B. Granville. With Eight full-page Illustrations by 
M. E. Praser-Tytler. Crown Svo. 58. 

One of Henry S. King and Co.'s Five Shilling Books for 
the Young. 

Leathes (Eev. Stanley), M.A. 

THE GOSPEL ITS OWN WITNESS. Being the Hulsean 
Lectures for 1873. 1 vol. Crown Svo. 5«. 

Lee (Eev. Frederick George), D.C.L. 

THE OTHER WORLD; or, Glimpses of the Supernatural. 
Being Facts, Records, and Traditions, relating to Dreams, 
Omens, Miraculous Occurrences, Apparitions, Wraiths, Warn- 
ings, Second-sight, Necromancy, Witchcraft, etc. 2 vols. A 
New Edition. Crown Svo. 15«. 

Lee (Holme). 

HER TITLE OF HONOUR. A Book for Girls. New Edition. 
Crown Svo. With a Frontispiece. 5«. 

Lenoib (J). 

FATOTTM; or. Artists in Egypt. A Tour with M. Ge'rome 
and others. Crown Svo. With 13 Illustrations. Ss, 6d. 
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LiSTADO (J. T.) 

CIVIL SEBVICE. A Novel. 2 vols. Crown 8vo. 

LoRiMER (Peter), D.D. 

JOHN KNOX Aim THE CHUECH OF ENGLAND : His work 
in her Pulpit and his influence upon her Liturgy, Articles, and 
Parties. Demy 8yo. 12«. 

Lover (Samuel), E.H.A. 

THE LIFE OF SAMUEL LOVEE, E.H.A.; Artistic, Literary, 
and Musical. With Selections from his Unpublished Papers and 
Correspondence. By Bayle Bernard. 2 vols. Post Svo. With 
a Portrait. 2l8. 

Lower (Mark Antony), M.A., F.S.A. 

WAYSIDE NOTES IN SCANDINAVIA. Being Notes of Travel 
in the North of Europe. Crown Svo. 98. 

Lyons (E. T.), Assistant-Surgeon, Bengal Army. 

A TREATISE ON EELAFSINe FEVEB. Post 8yo. 78. ed. 

Macaulay (James), M.A., M.D., Edin. 

IRELAND. A Tour of Observation, with Remarks on Irish 
Public Questions. Crown 8vo. 78. 6(2. 

Mao Carthy (Denis Florence). 

OALDERON'S DRAHAS. Translated from the Spanish. Post 
8vo. Cloth, gilt edges. 108. 

Mac Donald (George). 

GUTTA-PERCHA WILLIE, THE WORKING GENITTS. With 
Nine Illustrations by Arthur Hughes) Second Edition. Crown 
8vo. 38. ed. 

One of Henry S. King and Co.'s Three and Sixpenny Books 
for the Young. 

KALCOLK. A Novel Second Edition. 3 vols. Crown 8vo. 

ST. MICHAEL AND ST. GEORGE. 3 vols. Crown 8vo. 

Mao Kenna (Stephen J.) 

PLUCKY FELLOWS. A Book for Boys. With Six Illustrations. 
Second Edition. Crown 8vo. 38. 6d. 

One of Henry S. King and Co.*s Three and Sixpenny Books 
for the Young. 
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Mao Kenna (Stephen J.) 

AT SCHOOL WITH AH OLD BBAOOOK. Grown Svo. With 
Six Illustrations. 58. 

One of Henry S. King and Oo.'s Five Shilling Books for 
the Young. 

Maib (R. S.), M.D., F.E.C.S.E., late Deputy Coroner 

of Madras. 

THE MEDICAL OTTIDE FOB ANGLO-INDIANS. Being a 
Compendium of Advice to Europeans in India, relating to the 
Preservation and Begulation of Health. With a Supplement on 
the Management of Children in India. Crown Svo. Limp cloth. 

Manning (The Most Eev. Archbishop). 

ESSATS ON BELIGION AND LITEBATTTBE. By various 
Writers. Demy Svo. 108. 6d. 

Contents : — The Philosophy of Christianity — ^Mystic Elements 
of Religion — Controversy with the Agnostics — A Keasoning 
Thought — Darwinism brought to Book — Mr. Mill on Liberty of 
the Press — Christianity in relation to Society — The BeUgious 
Condition of Germany — The Philosophy of Bacon^3atholic 
Laymen and Scholastic Philosophy. 

Marey (E. J.) 

ANIMAL MECHANICS. A Treatise on Terrestrial and Aerial 
Locomotion. Second Edition. With 117 Illustrations. 58. 
Volume XI. of the International Scientific Series. 

Marriott (Maj.-Gen. W. F.), C.S.I. 

A GBAMMAB OF POLITICAL ECONOMY. Crown Svo. 68. 

Marshall ^Hamilton). 

THE STORY OF SIB EDWARD'S WIFE. A Novel. 1 vol. 
Crown Svo. 108. Qd. 

Marzials ( Theophile). 

THE GALLERY OF PIGEONS, and other Poems. Crown Svo. 
48. 6(2. 

Markewitch (B.) 

THE NEGLECTED QTTESTION. Translated from the Russian, 
by the Princess Ourousoff, and dedicated by Express Permission 
to Her Imperial and Royal Highness Marie Alexandrovna, the 
Duchess of Edinburgh. 2 vols. Crown Svo. 148. 
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Mastebman (J.) 

HALF-A-DOZSH DAXrOHTEBS. Crown Svo. With a FrontLs- 
pieoe. Ss. 6d. 
This is one of the Gomhill Library of Fiction. 

Maudsley (Dr. Henry). 

BESPOVSIBILrrT IH MSHTAL DI8BA8S. Seoond Edition. 

5». 

Vol. VLLL of the International Scientific Series. 

Maubice (C. Edmund). 

LIVS8 OF EH0LI8H POFXTLAB LEADERS. No. 1.— Stephen 
Laitotok. Grown Svo. 7s. 6d. 
No. 2. — ^Ttleb, Ball, and Olooastlb. Grown Svo. 7«. 6d, 

Maughan (William Charles). 

THE ALPS OF ABASIA; or, Travels through Egyptj Sinai, 
Arabia, and the Holy Land. Demy Svo. With Map. 58, 

Medley (Lieut.-Col. J. G.), Eoyal Engineers. 

AH AirrUMK TOTTB DT THE VHITED STATES AHD GAHABA. 
Grown Svo. 5f. 

Menzies (Sutherland). 

POLITICAL WOXEH. 2 vols. Post Svo. lOs. 6cE. 

MiCKLETHWAITE (J. T.), F.S.A. 

XODEBH PABISH CHUBCHES: Their Plan, Design, and 
Furniture. Grown Svo. 78. 6d. 

MiBUS (Major-General von). 

CAVALBY FIELD DUTY. Translated by Gaptain Frank S. 
Bussell, 14th (King's) Hussars. Grown Svo. Gloth limp. 78. 6d. 
This work is one of Henry S. King and Go.'s Military Series. 

MooBE (Kev. Daniel), M.A. 

CHBIST AHD HIS CHXTBCH. A Gourse of Lent Lectures, 
delivered in the Parish Ghurch of Holy Trinity, Paddington. By 
the author of ^*The Age and the Gk)spel : Hulsean Lectures," etc. 
Grown Svo. 38. 6d. 

MooBE (Rev. Thomas), Vicar of Christ Church, 

Ghesham. 

8EBM0HETTES : on Synonymous Texts, taken from the Bible 
and Book of Gommon Prayer, for the Study, Family Beading, and 
Private Devotion. SmaU Grown Svo. 48. QcL 
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MOBELL (J. E.) 

SUCLIB SnCPLIFIED TE METHOD AND LAKGITAGS. Being 
a Manual of Geometry on the French System. Fcap. 8?o. 2<. 6d, 

MoRLEY (Susan). 

AILEEV FEBBBR8. A Novel. 2 vols. Crown 8yo. 
THB08TLETHWAITE. 3 vols. Crown 8yo. 

MosTYN (Sydney). 

PEBFLEXITY. A Novel. 3 vols. Crown 8vo. 

Naake (John T.), of the British Museum. • 

SLAVOiriG FAISY TALES. From Russian, Servian, Polish, 
and Bohemian Sources. With Four lUustrations. Crown 8vo. 

58. 

Newman (John Henry), D.D. 

CHABACTEBISTIGS FROM THE WBITIHOS OF DR. J. H. 
NEWMAN. Being Selections, Personal, Historical, Philosophical, 
and Religious, from his various Works. Arranged with the 
Author's personal approval. Second Edition. Crown 8vo. With 
Portrait. 68. 

Newman (Mrs.) 

TOO LATE. A Novel. 2 vols. Crown 8vo. 

Noble (James Ashcroft). 

THE PELICAN PAPERS. Reminiscences and Remains of a 
Dweller in the Wilderness. Crown 8vo. 68. 

Norman People (The). 

THE NORMAN PEOPLE, and their Existing Descendants in 
the British Dominions and the United States of America. One 
handsome volume. 8vo. 2l8. 

NoRRis (Rev. A.) 

THE INNER AND OUTER LIFE POEMS. Fcap. 8vo. 68. 

NoTREGE (John), A.M. 

THE SPIRITTTAL FUNCTION OF A PRESBYTER IN THE 
CHURCH OF ENGLAND. Crown 8vo. Red edges. 38. 6d, 

Oriental Sporting Magazine (The). 

THE ORIENTAL SPORTING MAGAZINE. A Reprint of the 
first 5 Volumes, in 2 Volumes. Demy 8vo. 288. 
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Page (H. A.) 

NATHAiriEL HAWTHORNE, A MEMOIB OF, with Stories 
now first published in this country. Large post Svo. 78. 6(2. 

Page (Capt. S. Flood). 

DISCIPLINE AND DBILL. Four Lectures delivered to the 
London Scottish Rifle Volunteers. Cheaper Edition. Grown 
Svo. 1«. 

Palgrave (W. Gifford). 

HEEHANN AGHA. An Eastern Narrative. 2 vols. Crown 
Svo. Cloth, extra gilt. 1S8. 

Parker (Joseph), D.D. 

THE PARACLETE: An Essa^Ton the Personality and Ministry 
of the Holy Ghost, with some reference to current discussions. 
Demy Svo. 12«. 

Parr (Harriett). 

ECHOES OF A FAMOUS TEAR. Crown Svo. Ss. 6d. 

Paul (C. Kegan). 

GOETHE'S FATTST. A New Translation in Rime. Crown 
Svo. 6«. 

WILLIAM OODWIN: Autobiography, Memoir, and Corres- 
pondence. 2 vols. Demy Svo. 

Payne (John). 

SONGS OF LIFE AND DEATH. Crown Svo. 5«. 

Payne (Professor). 

LECTURES ON EDUCATION. 6d. each. 

I. Pestalozzi : the Influence of His Principles and Practice. 

[Just Published. 
II. Frobel and the Kindergarten System. Second Edition. 

III. The Science and Art of Education. 

IV. The True Foundation of Science Teaching. 

Pelletan (Eugene). 

THE DESERT PASTOR, JEAN JAROUSSEAU. Translated 
from the French. By Colonel E. P. De L'Hoste. With an 
Engraved Frontispiece. Fcap. Svo. New Edition. 38. 6d. 

Penrtce (Major J.), B.A. 

A DICTIONARY AND GLOSSARY OF THE KOR-AN. With 
' copious Grammatic£d References and Explanations of tho Text. 
4to. 21 8. 

B c 
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Perrieb (Amelia). 

A WINTER IK KOBOCCO. With Four IllnstratioiiB. Crown 
8yo. 108. 6d. 

A GOOB MATCH. A Novel. 2 vols. Grown 8yo. 

Perceval (Eev. P.) 

TAMIL FB0VEBB8, WITH THEIB ENGLISH TBAN8LATI0N. 

Goniaining upwards of Six Thousand Proverbs. Third Edition. 
8vo. Sewed. 98. 

Peschel (Dr.) 

MANKIND : A Scientific Study of the Races and Distribution 
of Man, considered in their Bodily Variations, Languages, Occupa- 
tions, and Religions. 

Pettigrew (J. B.), M.D., F.K.S. 

ANIMAL LOCOMOTION; or, WaUdng, Swimming, wad Flying. 
Second Edition. With 119 Illustrations. 58. 
Volume VII. of the International Scientific Series. 

PiGGOT (John), F.S.A, F.E.G.S. 

PEB8IA— ANCIENT ANB MOBEBN. Post 8vo. 108. ed. 

PousHKiN (Alexander Serguevitch). 

Btr88IAN BOMANCE. Translated from the Tales of Belkin, 
etc. By Mrs. J. Buchan Telfer (n^ Mouravieff ). Or. 8vo. 78. 6d. 

Power (Harriet). 

Om INVALIBS : HOW SHALL WE EMPLOY ANB AMTJ8E 
1 Fcap. 8vo. 28. 6d. 



PowLETT (Lieut. Norton), Boyal Artillery. 

EA8TEBN LE0ENBS ANB 8T0BIE8 IN ENGLISH VEBSE. 

Grown 8vo. 58. 

Proctor (E. A.), B.A. 

THE EXPANSE OF HEAVEN. A Series of Essays on the 
Wonders of the Firmament. With a Frontispiece. Second 
Edition. Grown 8vo. 68. 

Banking (B. Montgomerie). 

STREAMS FROM HIBBEN SOURCES. Crown 8vo. 68. 
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Ready-Money Mortiboy* 

BEABY-MONEY XOBTIBOY. A Matiep-of-Fact Story. Crown 
8vo. With frontispiece. Ss. Qd. 
This is one of the volumes of the Gomhill Library of Fiction. 

. Eeaney (Mrs. G. S.) 

WAKING AND WOBKINO; OB, FBOK GIBLHOOD TO 
WOMANHOOD. With a Frontispiece. Crown 8va ^ 

One of Henry S. King and Co.'b Five Shilling Books for the 
Young. 

SITNBEAK WILLIE, AND OTHEB STOBIEfl, for Home Reading 
and Cottage Meetings. Small square, uniform with '* Lost Gip," 
etc. 3 Illu&trations. 1«. Qd, 

Reginald Bramble. 

BEOINALD BBAMBLE. A Cynic of the Nineteenth Century. 
An Autobiography. 1 vol. Crown 8vo. 10«. Qd, 

Reid (T. Wemyss). 

CABINET F0BTBAIT8. Biographical Sketches of Statesmen 
of the Bay. 1 vol. Crown 8vo. la. 6d, 

Rhoades (James)* 

TIMOLEON. A Dramatic Poem. Fcap. 8va* Ss. 

RiBOT (Professor Th.) 

CONTEMPOBABY ENGLISH PSYCHOLOGY. Large post 8vo. 

98, 

An analysis of the views and opinions of the following meta- 
physicians, as expressed in their writings: — James Mill, Alexander 
Bain, John Stuart Mill, George H. Lewes, Herbert Spencer, 
Samuel Bailey. 

HEREDITY: A Psychological Study on its Phenomena, its 
Laws, its Causes, and its Consequences. 1 vol. Large crown 
8vo. 9«. 

Robertson (The Late Rev. F. W.), M.A. 

THE LATE BEY. F. W. BOBE|tT80N, X.A., LIFE AND 
LETTERS OF. Edited by the Rev. Stopford Brooke, M.A., 
Chaplain in Ordinary to the Queen. 

I. 2 vols., uniform with the Sermons. With Steel Portrait. 7«. 6d. 
II. Library Edition, in Demy Svo. with Two Steel Portraits. 12«. 
III. A Popular Edition, in 1 vol. 6«. 
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Robertson (The Late Rev. F. W.), M.A. 

New and Cheaper Edilunu : — 

SIBMOn. 

VoL L Small crown 8yo. St. 6d. 

YoL IL Small crown 8to. Sk. 6d. 

YoL HL Small crown Svo. Ss. 6d. 

YoL lY. Small crown 8yo. 3s. 6d. 

E XP08IT 0BY LECTUBSS ON ST. PAITL^S EPISTLE TO THE 
C0SINTHIAN8. Small crown 8yo. 5s. 

AN ANALYSIS 07 KS. TENNYSON'S "IN VEMOBIAK.** 

(Dedicated by Permiasion to the Poet-Lauieate.) Fcap. 8vo. 2s. 

THE EDUCATION OP THE HUKAN BACE. Translated &om 
the Gennan of Gotthold Ephraim Leasing. Fcap. 8vo. 2s. 6d. 

The above Works can also be had hound in half morocco. 

««« A Portrait of the late Rev. F. W. Robertson, mounted for 
framing, can be had, price 2s. 6(2. 

Ross (Mrs. Ellen), (" Nelsie Brook.") 

DADDY*8 PET. A Sketch from Humble Life. Square crown 
8vo. Uniform with " Lost Gip." With Six lUustrations, Is. 

Russell (William Clark). 

KEMOntS OP MBS. UETITIA BOOTHBY. Crown 8yo. 7s. 6d. 

Russell (E. R.) 

IBYINO AS HAXLET. Dem78TO. Second Edition. Sewed. Is. 

Sadler (S. W.), R.N., Author of " Marshall Vavasour." 

THE AFRICAN CRUISER. A Midsliiproan^s Adventures on 
the West Coast. A Book for Boys. With Three Illustrations. 
Second Edition. Crown 8vo. 3s. 6d. 

One of Henry S. King and Co.*s Three and Sixpenny Books 
for the Young. 

Samarow (Gregor). 

POR SCEPTRE AND CROWN. A Romance of the Present 
Time. Translated by Fanny Wormald. 2 vols. Crown 8vo. 15s. 

Saunders (Katherine). 

THE HIGH KILLS. A Novel. 3 vols. Crown 8vo. 
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Saunders (Katherine). 

OIBE0N*S SOCK, and other Stories. 1 vol. Crown 8vo. 68. 

JOAH XERBTWSATHEB, and other Stories. 1 vol. Grown 
8yo. 6s. 

KABOABET AND ELIZABETH. A Story of the Sea. 1 vol. 
Grown 8yo. 6s. 

Saunders (John). 

KTBELL. Grown Svo. With Frontispiece. 88. 6<2. 

ABEL BBAKE'S WIFE. Grown 8m With Frontispiece. 
B8.€d. 

These works form separate volmnes of the Gomhill Library of 
Fiction. 

ISBAEL XOBT, OVEBKAN. The Story of the Mine. 3 vols. 
Grown 8yo. 

ScHELL (Major von). 

THE OFEBATIONS OF THE FIBST ABHY UNBEB OEH. VON 
GOEBEN. Translated by GoL G. H. yon Wright Fonr Maps. 
Demy Svo. 9s. 

THE OFEBATIONS OF THE FIBITT ABMY ITNDEB GEN. VON 
STEINMETZ. Translated by Gaptain E. O. Hollisi Demy 8vo. 
108. 6(2. 

These works form separate volumes of Henry S. King and 
Go.'s Military Series. 

Scherff (Major W. von). 

STUDIES IN THE NEW INFANTBT TACTICS. Parts L and 
II. Translated from the German by Golonel Lumley Graham. 
Demy Svo. 78. 6d. 

This work is one of Henry S. King and Go.'s Military Series. 

Schmidt (Prof. Oscar), Strasburg University. 

THE DOCTBINE OF DESCENT AND DABWINISX. Second 
Edition. 26 Illustrations. 58. 

Being Vol. XIT. of the International Scientific Series. 
HANDBOOK OF COXFABATIVE ANATOMY. Grown Svo. 
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Scott (Patrick). 

THE DSEAX AHB THE SEED, and other Poems. Fcap. 
8vo. 5$. 

Seeking his Fortune, and other Stories. 

SEEKUfO HIS FOBTUNE, and other Stories. Grown 8yo. 
With Four Illustrations. 3s. 6d. 

One of Henrj S. King and Go.'s Three and Sixpenny Books 
for the Young. 

Senior (Nassau William). 

ALEXIS DE TOCQujsvilLE. Correspondence and Conversa- 
tions with Nassau W. Senior, from 1833 to 1859. Edited by 
M. C. M. Simpson. 2 vols. Large post Svo. 2U, 

JOTTBNALS KEPT IN FRANCE AND ITALY. From 1848 to 
1852. With a Sketch of the Beyolution of 1848. Edited by his 
Daughter, M. C. M. Simpson. 2 vols. Post 8vo. 248. 

Seven Autumn Leayes. 

SEVEN AUTVIIN LEAVES FROM FAIRYLAND. Illustrated 
with 9 Etchings. Square crown 8vo. 5«. 

Shadwell (Major-Greneral), C.B. 

MOXTNTAIN WARFARE. jtUustrated by the Campaign of 1799 
in Switzerland. Being a^Translation of the Swiss Narrative com- 
piled from the Works of the Archduke Charles, Jomini, and 
others. Also of Notes by General H. Dufour on the Campaign of 
the Valtelline in 1635. With Appendix, Maps, and Introductory 
Remarks. Demy 8vo. IGs. 

Sheldon (Philip). 

WOMAN'S A RIDDLE; or. Baby Warmstrey. A Novel. 3 vols. 
Crown 8vo. 

Sherman (Gen. W. T.) 

MEMOIRS OF GEN. W. T. SHERMAN, Commander of tho 
Federal Forces in the American Civil War. By Himself. 2 vols. 
Demy8vo. With Map. 248. CopyrigM English Edititm, 

Shelley (Lady). 

SHELLEY MEMORIALS FROM AUTHENTIC SOURCES. With 
(now first printed) an Essay on Christianity by Percy Bysshe 
Shelley. Third Edition. Crown 8vo. With Portrait. 58. 
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Shipley (Rev. Orby), M.A. 

STUDIXB IH KOBEEir PBOBLEXB. First Series. By various 
Writers. Crown 8vo. 5«. 



Sacramental Confession. 

Abolition of the Thirty- 
nine Articles. Part I. 

The Sanctity of Marriage. 

Creation and Modem 
Science. 



Betreats for Persons Living in 

the Worid. 
Catholic and Protestant. 
The Bishops on Confession in 

the Church of England. 



STUDIEB IN UODEBN PB0BLEM8. Second Series. By 
various Writers. Crown 8vo. Ss. 

CONTEMTB. 



Some Principles of Chris- 
tian Ceremonial. 

A La3rman*s View of Con- 
fession of Sin to a Priest. 
Parts I. and II. 

Beservation of the Blessed 
Sacrament. 



Missions and Preaching Orders. 

Abolition of the Thirty-nine 
Articles. Part II. 

The First Liturgy of Edward 
VI. and our own office con- 
trasted and compared. 



Smedley (M. B.) 

BOABDINGM)UT AND PAITPEB SCHOOLS FOB GIBLS. Crown 
8vo. 38. 6(2. 

Smith (Edward) M.D., LL.B., r.E.S. 

HEALTH AND DISEASE, as influenced by the Daily, Seasonal, 
and other Cyclical Changes in the Human System. A New 
Edition. 78. 6d. 

FOODS. Third Edition. Profusely Illustrated. 58. 
Volume III. of the International Scientific Series. 

FBAGTIGAL DIETABY FOB FAMILIES, SCHOOLS, AND THE 
LABOTTBINO CLASSES. A New Edition. 88. 6d. 

CONSITMPTIOK IK ITS EABLY AND BEMEDIABLE STAGES. 
A New Edition. 7s. 6cL 

Songs for Music. 

SONGS FOB MUSIC. By Four Friends. Square crown 8vo. 58. 

Containing Songs by Reginald A. Gatty, Stephen H. Gatty, 
Greville J. Chester, and Juliana H. Ewing. 

Smith (Hubert). 

TENT LIFE WITH ENGLISH GIPSIES IN NOBWAT. With 
Five full-page Engravings and Thirty-one smaller Illustrations 
by Whymper and others, and Map of the Country showing 
Routes. Second Edition. Revised and Corrected. 8vo. 2 Is. 
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Some Time in Ireland. 

SOKE TIMX IH IBELAHD. A BeooUeotion. Grown 8to. 
7b. 6d. 

Songs of Two Worlds. 

80NOS 07 TWO WORLDS. By a New Writer. First Series. 
Second Edition. Fcap. Svo. 5«. 

BONOS OF TWO WORLDS. Bj a New Writer. Second Series. 
Second Edition. Fcap. 8yo. 58. 

SONGS OF TWO WORLDS. By a New Writer. Third Series. 
Fcap. Svo. 5$. 

Spencer (Herbert). 

THE STTJDT OF SOGIOLOOT. Fourth Edition. Crown Svo. 5ii. 
Volume y. of the International Scientific Series. 

Stevenson (Rev. W. Fleming). 

ETMNS FOR THE CHURCH AND HOME. Selected and 
Edited by the Rev. W. Fleming Stevenson. 

The most complete Hymn Book published. 

The Hymn Book consists of Three Parts : — ^I. For Public Wor- 
ship.— IL For Family and Private Worship.'--III. For Children. 

*«* PMished in various forms and prices, the latter ranging 
from Sd. to 68. Lists and fuU particulars loiU be furnished on 
applicaiion to the PMishers, 

Stewart (Professor Balfour). 

ON the conservation OF ENEROT. Third Edition. 
With Fourteen Engravings. 5«. 
Volume VL of the International Scientific Series. 

HETTON (Hesba). Author of " Jessica's First Prayer." 

CASST. Twenty-first Thousand. With Six Illustrations. 
Square crown Svo. Is. 6(2. 

THE KING'S SERVANTS. With Eight Dlustrations. Twenty- 
sixth Thousand. Square crown Svo. Is. Gd. 

LOST GIF. Thirty-eighth Thousand. With Six Illustrations. 
Square crown Svo. Is. 6d, 

%* Also a handsomely-bound Edition^ toiih Twelve Illustrations, 
price 2s. Qd. 
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Strbtton (Hesba). 

TEE WONDEEFITL LIFE. Seventh Thousand. Foap. 8yo. 
2s, 6d, 

HE8TEE MOSLEY'8 PB0MI8E. 3 vols. Crown 8vo. 

TEE DOGTOS'8 DILEUMA. 8 vols. Grown 8vo. 

TEE 8T0BM OF LIFE. 

Stubbs (Major Francis W.), Boyal (late Bengal) 

Artillery. 

TEE BEOIKENT OF BENGAL ABTILLEBT : The History of 
its Organization, Equipment, and War Services. With Maps 
and Plans. 2 vols. 8vo. [Preparing, 

Sully (James). 

SENSATION AND INTUITION. Demy 8vo. lOs. 6d. 

Taylor (Eev. J. W. Angustiis), M.A. 

POEHS. Fcap. 8vo. 5<. 

Taylor (Colonel Meadows), C.S.I., M.R.I.A. 

SEETA. A Novel. 3 vols. 
TEE CONFESSIONS OF A TEITO. 
TABA : a Mahratta Tale. 
BALPE DABNELL. 
TEPPOO SXTLTAN. 

A NOBLE QTTEEN. 3 vols. Crown 8vo. 

New and Cheaper Edition in one vol. crown 8vo. with Frontis- 
piece. Each 68. 
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Tennyson (Alfred). 

QUESH ICABT. A Drama. Grown Svo. 6<. 

Tennyson's (Alfred) Works. Cabinet Edition. Ten 
Volumes. Each with Portrait. 28. 6d, 

Cabinet Edition. 10 vols. Complete in handsome Orna- 
mental Case. 28«. 

Tennyson's (Alfred) Works. Author's Edition. Com- 
plete in rive Volumes. Cloth gilt, 6«. each; half-morocco, 
Boxburgh style. Is. 6d. each. 

Vol. I. 
EABLT poems, and ENGLISH IDYLLS. 

Vol. II. 
L0GK8LEY HALL, LXrCBETITTS, and other PoemB. 

Vol. III. 
THE IDYLLS OF THE KINO {Complete). 

V<Mj. IV. 
THE PBINCES8, and JBAm. 

Vol. V 
ENOCH ABDEN, and DT HEMOBIAK. 



TENNYSON'S IDYLLS OF THE KINO, and other Poems. 
lUustrated by Julia Margaret Cameron. 1 vol. Folio. Half- 
bound morocco, cloth sides. Six Guineas. 

Tennyson's (AKred) Works. Original Editions. 

POEMS. SmaUSvo. 68. 

MATTD, and other Poems. Small 8vo. 38. 6d. 

THE PBINGESS. SmaU 8vo. 38. 6d. 

IDYLLS OF THE KINO. Small 8vo. 58. 

IDYLLS OF THE KINO. CoUected. SmaU 8vo. 78. 

THE HOLY OBAIL, and other Poems. SmaU 8vo. is. 6(2. 

. OAEETH AND LYNETTE. SmaU 8vo. 38. 

ENOCH ABDEN, etc SmaU 8vo. 38. 6d. 

SELECTIONS FBOM THE ABOVE WOBKS. Square 8vo. 
Cloth, 38. 6d. Cloth gUt, extra, 48. 

SONOS FBOM THE ABOVE WOBKS. Square Bvo. Cloth 
extra, 38. 6d. 

IN MEMOBIAM. SmaUSvo. 48. 

LIBBABY EDITION. In 6 vols. 8vo. 108. 6d. each. 

POCKET VOLITME EDITION. 11 vols. In neat case, 3l8. 6d. 

Ditto, ditto. ' Extra cloth gUt, in case, 358. 

POEMS. lUustrated Edition. 4to. 258. 
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Thomas (Moy). 

A FIGHT FOB LIFE. Grown 8yo. With FrontiBpieoe. Ss. 6(2. 
This is one of the volumes of the Gomhill Library of Fiction. 

Thomson (J. T.), P.K.G.S. 

EAKAYIT ABDITLLA. The Autobiography of a Malay Munshi, 
between the years 1808 and 1848. Demy 8yo. 128. 

Thompson (A. C.) 

FBELITDES. A Volume of Poems. Illustrated by Elizabeth 
Thompson (Painter of " The Roll Call "). 8vo. 7«. 6d. 

Thompson (Rev. A. S.), British Chaplain at St. 

Petersburg. 

HOME W0BD8 FOB WABBKBEBS. A Volume of Sermons. 
Grown 8yo. 68. 

Thoughts in Verse. Small crown 8vo. Is. 6d. 
Thring (Eev. Godfrey), B.A. 

HTMB8 AND SACBED LTBIGB. 1 vol. Fcap. 8yo. 58. 

Todd (Herbert), IMCA. 

ABVAN ; or, The Story of the Sword. A Poem. Crown 8vo. 
78.6(2. 

Traherne (Mrs. Arthur). 

THE ROMANTIC ANNALS OF A NAVAL FAMILY. Crown 
Svo. 58. 

Travers (Mar.) 

the spinsters OF BLATGHINGTON. A Novel. 2 vols. 
Crown 8vo. 

Trevandrum Observations. 

observations of magnetic declination made at 

TBEVANDBUM AND AOUSTIA MALLET in the Observatories 
of his Highness the Maharajah of Travancore, G.O.S.I., in the 
Years 1852 to 1860. Being Trevandrum Magnetical Observa- 
tions, Volume I. Discussed and Edited by John Allan Brown, 
F.R.S., late Director of the Observatories. "With an Appendix. 
Imp. 4to. Cloth. £3 38. 

*^* The Appendix, containing Reports on the Observatories and 
on the Public Museum, Public Park, and Gardens at Trevandrum, 
pp. xii.'116, may be had separately, 2\s. 
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TuBNEB (Rev. Charles). 

BOHSETB, LTBIC8» AHD TRAV8LATI0H8. down 8Ta 4iL6d. 

Tyhdall (J.), LL.D., P.R.S. 

THE 70B1CB OV WATEB DT CLOUDS AHB BIVEB8, ICB 
AHB 0LACIEB8. With Twenty-six Illastrations. Fowth 
Edition. Crown 8yo. 5s. 

Yolnme L of the International Scientific Series. 

Umbra Oxoniensis. 

BESULTS 07 THE EXFOSTVLATIOV 07 THE BIGHT 
HOHOUBABLE W. E. OLADSTOHE, in their Belatfon to the 
Unity of Boman Catholicism. Large fcap. 8vo. 5s. 

Upton (Roger D.), Captain late 9th Royal Lancers. 

HEWMABKET AHD ABABIA. An Examination of the 
Descent of Racers and Coursers. With pedigrees and Frontis- 
piece. Post 8vo. 9s. 

Vambery (Prof. Arminins), of the University of Pesth. 

BOKHARA: Its History and Conquest Demy Svo. 18s. 

Vanessa. By the Author of " Thomasina,'* etc. A 
Novel Second Edition. 2 yoIs. Crown 8yo. 

Vaughan (Rev. C. J.), D.D. 

WOBDS 07 HOPE 7B0H THE PULPIT 07 THE TEMPLE 
CHUBGH. Third Edition. Crown 8yo. 5s. 

THE SOUDITT 07 TBUE BELIOION, and other Sermons 
Preached in London during the Election and Mission Week, 
February, 1874. Crown Svo. 3s. 6<i 

70BOET THINE OWN PEOPLE. An Appeal for Missions. 
Crown Svo. 3s. 6<i 

THE YOTTNG LI7E EQUIPPING ITSEL7 70B G0D*8 8EB- 
VICE. Being Four Sermons Preached before the University of 
Cambridge, in November, 1872. Fourth Edition. Crown 8vo. 
3s. 6d. 

Vincent (Capt. C. E. H.), late Eoyal Welsh Fusiliers. 

ELEMENTABT MILITABT 6E00BAPHT, BEGONNOITBINe, 
AND SKETCHINO. Compiled for Non-Commissioned Officers 
and Soldiers of aU Arms. Square crown Svo. 2s. 6c2. 

BUSSIA'S ADVANCE EASTWABD. Based on the Official 

Reports of Lieutenant Hugo Stumm, German Military Attache 
to the Ehivan Expedition. With Map. Crown Svo. 6s. 
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VizoATA ; or, Life in the Land of the Carlists. 

VIZCAYA ; or, Life in the Land of the Carlists at the Outbreak 
of the Insurrection, with some Account of the Iron Mines and 
other Characteristics of the Country. With a Map and Eight 
Illustrations. Crown 8yo. 98. 

VoGBL (Prof.), Polytechnic Academy of Berlin. 

THE CHEMICAL EFFECTS OF LIGHT AND FHOTOGBAFHY, 

in their application to Art, Science, and Industry. Second 
Edition. With 100 Illustrations, including some beautiful 
Specimens of Photography. 5«. 
Volume XV. of the International Scientific Series. 

Vyner (Lady Mary). 

EVEBT DAT A FOBTIOIT. Adapted from the Bible and 
the Prayer Book, for the Private Devotions of those living in 
Widowhood. Collected and Edited by Lady Mary Vyner. Square 
crown 8vo. Elegantly bound. 58. 

Waiting for Tidings. 

WAITING FOB TIDINGS. By the Author of *< White and 
Black." 3 vols. Crown 8vo. 

Wedmore (Frederick). 

TWO GIBL8. 2 vols. Crown 8vo. 

Wartensleben (Count Hermann von), Colonel in the 

Prussian General Staff. 

THE OPERATIONS OF THE SOUTH ABUT IN JANTTABT 
AND FEBBUABY, 1871. Compiled from the Official War Docu- 
ments of the Head-quarters of the Southern Army. Translated 
by Colonel C. H. von Wright. With Maps. Demy 8vo. Sa. 

THE OPEBATIONS OF THE FIBST ABMY TTNDEB GEN. 
VON MANTEUFFEL. Translated by Colonel C. H. von Wright. 
Uniform with the above. Demy 8vo. 98. 

These works form separate volumes of Henry S. King and 
Co.'b Military Series. 

Wells (Captain John C), E.N. 

8FITZBEBGEN— THE GATEWAY TO THE POLTNIA; or, A 

Voyage to Spitzbergen. With numerous Illustrations by Whymper 
and others, and Map. 8vo. 2I«. 

What 'tis to Love. By the Author of " Flora Adair," 

" The Value of Fostertown." 3 vols. Crown 8vo. 
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Whttnet (William Ihnght). Professor of Sanskrit 

and CknnparatiTe Philology in Tale College, New Hayen. 

THE IIFB AID 0BOWTH OF LAVeVAOS. Seeond Edition. 
Crown Sto. 5«. Covyrighi Editum, 
Yolome XTL of tne Intemaiional Sdentifie Series. 

Whittle (J. Lowry), A-M., Trin. Coll., Dablin. 

CATHOLICISM AED THE TATICAE. With a Kanatiye of the 
Old Catholic Congress at Mnnieh. Second Edition. Crown 8yo. 
4i.6cL 

WiLBEBPOBCE (Henry W.) 

THE CHUJtCH AED THE EXFIEES. Historical Periods. 
Preceded by a Memoir of the Author by John Henry Newman, 
D.D,, of the Oratory. With Portrait Post Svo. lOs. 6d. 

Wilkinson (T. Lean). 

SHOBT LECTUBES ON THE LAED LAWS. DeliTered before 
the Working Men's College. Crown Svo. 2$. 

Williams (Eev. Eowland), D.D. 

LITE AHD LETIEBS OF BOWLAHD WTIJJAlfS, DJ>., with 
Selections from his Note-books. Edited by Mrs. Bowland 
Williams. With a Photographic Portrait. 2 vols. Large poet 
Svo. 24s. 

Wilson (H. Schiitz). 

studies and BOMAHCES. Crown 8to. 7s. 6d. 

WiLLOUGHBY (The Hon. Mrs.) 

OH THE KOBTH WnnV-THISTLEDOWH. A Yolnme of 
Poems. Elegantly bound. Small crown Svo. 7s. 6d. 

Wintebbotham (Rev. R.), M.A., B.Sc. 

SEBMOHS AND EXPOSITIONS. Crown Svo. 7s. 6d. 

Wood (C. F.) 

A TACHTINO CBUISE IN THE SOUTH SEAS. Demy 8yo. 
With Six Photographic Illastrations. 78. 6d. 

Wbight (Rev. W.), of Stoke Bishop, Bristol. 

HAN AND ANIMALS : A Sermon. Crown Svo. Stitched in 
wrapper. Is. 

' WAITINO FOB THE LIGHT, AND OTHEB SEBMONS. Cloth 
elegant binding. Crown Svo. 68. 
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Wyld (E. S.), F.B.&E. 

TSE PHYSICS AKD PHILOSOPHT OP THE SENSES; or, 
fhe Mental and the Physical in their Matnal Relation. Illus- 
trated by several Plates. Demy Syo. 16«. 

YoNGE (C. D.), Begius Professor, Queen's College, 

Belfast. 

HISTOBT OP THE ENGLISH BETOLUTION OP 16S8. Crown 
8yo. 6«. 

YouMANS (Eliza A.) 

AN ESSAY ON THE CUITUBE OP THE OBSEBYING 
POWEBS OP CHILDBEN, especially in connection with the 
Study of Botany. Edited, with Notes and a Supplement, by 
Joseph Payne, P.O.P., Author of " Lectures on the Science and 
Art of Education," etc. Grown 8vo. 28. 6d. 

PIBST BOOK OP BOTANY. Designed to cultivate the Observ- 
ing Powers of Children. With 300 Engravings. New and 
Enlarged Edition. Crown 8vo. 58. 

ZiMMERN (Helen). 

STOBIES IN PBEGIOirS STONES. With Six Illustrations. 
Third Edition. Crown 8vo. 58. 
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FORTHCOMING WORKS. 

SIB THOKAS KTTNBO, BABT., K.C.B., sometime Governor of Mulras. 
A Selection from his Minutes and other Official Writings. Edited 
by Sir Alexander Arbuthnot. 

DAIITE AND BEATBICE FBOH 1282 TO 1290. A Bomanoe.. Bj 
Boxburghe Lothian. 1 vol. Post 8vo. Cloth. 

EDWnr THE FAIB AND ISAAC COHHENUS. By Sir Henry 
Taylor. Fcap. 8vo. 3«. 6d. 

A SICILIAir SXTHHEB, AIO) OTHEB POEMS. By Sir Henry 
Taylor. Fcap. 8vo. 3«. Gd. 

KYTHS AKB S0K6S OF THE SOUTH PACIFIC. By the Bev. W. 
W. Gill. 1 vol. Post Svo. 

WILLIAM AUGUSTUS, DUXE OF CUMBEBLAKD. Being a sketch of 
Military Life and Character, chiefly as exhibited in the general 
orders of H.R.H., 1745-1747. By Archibald Neil Campbell 
Maclachlan, M.A., Vicar of Newton Valence, Hants; author of 
"Napoleon at Fontainebleau and Elba." With Memoir of 
Major-Gen. Sir Neil Campbell, C.B., etc. Post Svo. With 2 
Steel Engraved Plates. 

MINOB CHOBDS; OB, SONGS FOB THE SUFFEBING. By the Bev. 
Basil Edwards. Fcap Svo. Cloth, Ss. 6d. Paper, 2«. 6d. 

Snt THOMAS ELYOT'S *< GOVEBNOUB." A reprint of the original 
edition, revised and corrected, with notes, and a life of the 
author. By Herbert Croft, Barrister-at-Law. 
No complete reprint of the above work is known to exist. 

MY SISTEB BOSALIND. By the author of '' Christina North." A 
NoveL 2 vols. 

ALDYTH. A Novel. By the Author of " Healey." 3 vols. Crown Svo. 

IDA CBAVEN. A Novel. By Mrs. M. H. Cadell. 3 vols. Crown Svo. 

CLEVEDEN. A Novel. By Stephen Yorke, Author of " Tales of the 
North Biding." 2 vols. Crown Svo. 

TOO LONG UNTOLD, and other Stories. By Eatherine Saunders. 
2 vols. Crown Svo. 

Contents: — Too Jjong Untold — The Harpers of Men-y-don — 
Ida's Sto^ — Little Missy — The Shaken Nest. 

UNFOLDINGS OF CHBISTIAN HOPE. An Essay showing that 
the Doctrine contained in the Damnatory Clauses of the Creed 
^ commonly called Athanasian is unscriptural. By Presbyter. 
/ w Small crown Svo. Cloth. 48. Qd. 
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